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Nought 18 there under Heaven's wide hoUowneese 
That moves more dear compesrion of minde, 

Than beautie brought t* unworthy wretchednesse. 

Through envie'i snarea, or fortune's freakei unkinde. 

I, whether lately through her brij^toease blynde, 
Or through alleageance and facte fealtie, 

Whieh I do owe unto all womankyndef 
Feele my hart perst with so greate agoaie 
When such 1 see, that all for pitty I could dy. 

Faerie QaeciK. 
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SIB ARTHUR BROOKE FAULKNER, Knt. 

^C. (J^C. ^c. 

My Dear Friend, 

Were not the reading world so intolerant of mere 
undisguised prefacesy I should not have been induced 
to cheat it into attention and bespeak its favour, by 
pressing your name into such light service as this ; 
nor have carried into public a correspondence which 
is. so much the pleasure of my private life. ' But 
there are several reasons for my choosing you as a 
literary sponsor on the present occasion, independent 
of the motives of regard and respect implied in every 
Dedication. It is perhaps sufficient to mention the 
sympathy which I know you to feel in my subject. 

We have cut through the fogs of a Dutch winter 
together. While I sought inspiration in the chroni- 
cles of the olden time, and you drew from the still 
deeper and purer wells of practical philosophy, we 
were now and then encouraged by glimpses of fair 
forms, showing through the mist enough of grace 
and beauty to add truth to fancy and embellishment 
to fact. You have traced with me nearly every lo- 
cality of my Heroine's adventurous life. You can, 
therefore, better than any one else, admit the proba- 
bility of my imaginings, and vouch for the veracity 
of my descriptions. 

Yet I have been, if not actually disheartened, at 
least much discouraged, in venturing on ground so 
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unexplored as the countries I have chosen for the 
sceile of this and my last nbvel. By readers who 
will believe in my pages, the redvmdant wealth of 
Netherland annals may be guessed at. To under- 
stand it thoroughly, many a folio must be waded 
through, teeming wjth such lore. 

If I can, even with moderate success, bring some 
of those abounding subjects to light, I shall be satis- 
fied. To paint Holland as it was four centuries 
back — torn by factions and the prey of a rapacious 
usurper — ^may convince some skeptic as to the influ- 
ences of civilization, who sees the same country to- 
day, in an aspect of union and energy, which extracts 
our admiration, in spite of the many revolting anoma- 
lies in a people so selfish and unsocial : while, on the 
other hand, we may marvel at, and draw a moral 
from, the spectacle of a nation so changed by com- 
merce, from its once generous and chivalric character, 
as to hate in the abstract, and grudge to others, the 
liberty so bravely won and so amply enjoyed by itself. 
While universal Europe throbs with painful exulta- 
tion at each new detail of Polish heroism, and glories 
in the well regulated triumph of popular right in 
England, Holland is the exception which proves the 
general rule. For there is to be found a whole peo- 
ple imbued with those prejudices against European 
freedom, so nauseously natural in the sycophants who 
bow down, body and mind, in the closets and anti- 
rooms of despotism. 

Yet it is probably the egotistical narrowness so re- 
markable in the Dutch character that creates the 
present display of national power. When each indi- 
vidual takes care of number one, the total of the 
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cojontry's interest is in safe keeping. But so much 
that is abstruse may be connected with this topic, 
that I will merely throw it out as a text, on which I 
do not profess the capability of preaching. 

Quite independent, however, of any purpose of 
utility is the pleasure derivable from the composition 
of such a book as this. History, properly so called, 
is but a profound science, by which the mere student 
is more fatigued than inyproved, but which is to the 
Novelist a buoyant recreation. The writer of Ro- 
mance, who brings men and women to move on the 
well-known scenes of history, walks on real grounds, 
with forms instead of shadows, and lives in a fresh- 
springing circle of beings and events, that are of inte- 
rest and value, in proportion as they do not violate 
the general truths of Nature, or those which the wprld 
has agreed to consider as admitted, if not proved. 

But this career of romance writing is as perilous as 
it is seductive ; and might deter any one who does not 
despise the reproach of imitation. Are sculptots or 
painters to be frightened, because great artists have 
used the chisel or brush before them? And must 
authors of my own pursuits throw down the pen, be- 
cause others have done miracles in the delineation 
of that nature which should be our common study? 
Must I, for instance, let Jacqueline of Holland rot in 
a niche of vulgar history, because Mary, of Scotland, 
or English Elizabeth, has been granted a new patent 
of immortality, from the hands of the first Romance- 
writer of the age? No. I, at least, will persist in 
offering my mite towards these illustrations, doing 
justice to female worth, and exhibiting the baseness 
of History's favourites — mispainted and miscalled, 
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like *' the good dukes'* who figure in these pagea— 
until the fiat of fair criticism commands me to stop : 
and then^ like the reclaimed robber (in Gil Bias, is it 
not 1) who unsuccessfully tried a more regular walk 
of life, I can grasp my stick in my hand, and take to 
the " Highways*' again. 

On looking back on what I have been writing, I 
feel called on to acknowledge having met a few ex- 
ceptions in Holland to thg dearth of those generous 
courtesies which give so superior a charm to other 
countries. I need not specify all names. But in re- 
ferring to the several individuals who kindly furnished 
facilities for the performailce of my present task, I 
must mention Baron Van Tuyll d' Ysledom. This 
gentleman, whose near neighbourhood to the ruins of 
Teylingen, and whose connexion with the existing 
Castle of Zuylen (both of such interest in the History 
of my Heroine) made his ability to forward my object 
equal to his wish, knew how to add value to his in- 
formation by that cordial hospitality which, joined to 
the external appearance of his place, makes the so- 
journer fancy himself on some transplanted spot, of 
what will soon again, please Heaven ! be entitled to 
be called " merrie" England. 

And now, in conclusion, let me, my dear Faulkner, 
entreat you to excuse my thus having used your name 
for my own purposes — ^were it only for my withhold- 
ing epithets of eulogy, which might offend your mo- 
desty, but which should be exaggerated indeed to 
express more than I feel of esteem and friendship. 
Yours very sincerely, 

T,C. G. 

JurUf 1831. 
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CHAPTER I. 



On the southern limits of the wild district, called the 
ZevenvoldcTij* close to the desert plains of the ancient 
county of Drent, where they were washed by the Zuyder 
Zee, a species of hunting tent, but of much better materials 
than those used by the rude sportsmen of the forest, was 
suspended from the overhanging branches of a knoll of 
oaks. It was surrounded by groups of prickers, with bu- 
gles slung across their shoulders, and holding in leash 
greyhounds of the large red Albanian breed, and Flemish 
brachs, of coarse and spotted skins ; varlets, tending horses, 
caparisoned with long coverings; soldiers, armed at all 
points and halberds in hand : but the active movements of 
those who prepare for the chace, the joyous songs, the cries 
of dogs, the flourish of horns, did not break the silence of 
the place. It had often been the scene of similar assem- 
blages ; but at no former period, nor even during the four 
centuries which have elapsed since that day, had it been 
sought by so distinguished a company, or for so serious a 
purpose. 

Under the pavilion were two persons: the one, a man of 
more than middle age,* sat with his hands clasped together, 
his legs crossed, and his elbows resting on the arms of a 
large chair, which was garnished with the unusual luxury 
of a flock cushion. Notwithstanding this attitude of lazy 
indifference, he did not seem at his 6ase. He appeared 
incommoded by his riding dress of brown cloth of Bruges, 
although his doublet was open on his breast, and his red 
leather girdle was loosely buckled round his portly waist. 

* Seren ibr^gtfl. 
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A few short, grisled hairs fringed the circumference of his 
large head, which was covered with a hat of grey felt. 
His rosy jowls were whiskerless ; nor was there mustachio 
on his upper lip, nor beard on his chin. Nothing but the 
texture and pattern of his dress was characteristic of the 
man of quality or the sportsman. 

Staading near to him, and leaning on a bow of Spanish 
yew, a female of elegant form, and a face of melancholy 
beauty, listened, but with a pre-occupied air, to his dis- 
course. Her features were more strongly marked than 
those of mere girls in early youth ; yet they joined a bloom 
and freshness rarely found after the very spring-time of 
life, to a decided dignity that only belongs to womanhood ; 
and her face displayed that harmonious brilliancy which 
can receive the imprint of suffering without being withered 
by it. She was dressed in the fashion of the wealthier fe- 
males of Holland, in a robe of fine white kersey, over which 
was a light blue pourpoint of the same stuff, close fitting 
her bustand waist, but with loose flaps that reached the 
knees. Her hair, worn in great profusion, was fancifully 
garnished with side plates and rings of gold, studded with 
precious stones ; and beneath her high cap of green velvet 
hung innumerable curls, of light brown, tinged with occa- 
sional streaks of a shade that was all but auburn. Her 
shoes of blue morocco were sharp pointed, and turned up 
almost to the instep ; and a narrow belt of blue silk was 
fastened in front with a diamond aigrette, below which 
hung two points of gold filagree work. 

" You §ee the good effect of piety and prayer, my lovely 
countess, my much honoured daughter," said her compa- 
nion, in the French language, but with the harsh accent 
of the north. "While you encountered such manifold pe- 
rils, I unceasingly offered up masses for your success ; and 
here you are, safely arrived in harbour, or at least, your 
bark is launched under fair auspices." 

" Yes, but on a stormy sea !" replied she, with a heavy 
sigh. 

"What then? You have a bold and skilful pilot to 
conduct it," replied the disguised ecclesiastic, with a satis- 
fied air. " The son, brother, and uncle of kings, himself 
the regent of an empire, is the man to throw defiance in 
the teeth of your unnatural cousin. By the shrine of St 
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Willebrod, this is what I call a marriage! Half the prin- 
cesses in Europe will envy you." 

The beautiful huntress, for such she was, as well in spi- 
rit as in seeming, threw her azure eyes to Heaven, and a 
tear glistened on their long lashes. 

The churchman looked peevish and dissatisfied; and in 
a tone, half angry and half cringing, he continued, 

" Nay, Madam, recollect it is he alone that can now save 
your heritage from utter spoliation.' Who but the royal 
Glocester can make head against the all-powerful Burgun- 
dy? or show the world how bad is his title to his misplaced 
name of Hhe Good?' How but by his aid are your faith- 
ful vassals to be saved, and youjf free towns of Holland and 
Zealand to hold their freedom? And one daring friend, 
Zweder Van Culemborg, with his see of Utrecht, what is 
to become of him, should ambitious Philip surprise us, 
without other help than our enmity? Let me tell you, my 
honoured princess, that in this perilous game it is I who 
have the largest stake, for the good Duke Philip would 
hunt me down to the death if he suspected but a tithe of 
all I am doing for you." 

"My reverend lord, let your anxieties rest on their true 
base," replied the lady, with a somewhat disdainful pride. 
" Things have gone too far to allow of my holding back ; 
and you need not to learn that Jacqueline of Holland comes 
of a race which has ever feared dishonour more than mis- 
fortune." 

"Ay, that is spoken like yourself, like the descendant of 
your noble line,^' replied the reassured bishop, rubbing his 
hands with selfish joy ; " and if you would make surety 
more sure, if you would rivet one link, to join us all in a 
chain of common safety rather than of common risk, is hot 
this the time? What can be more lucky than my presence 
to tie the nuptial knot? and when could you better change 
the title, of affianced bride for that of wedded wife?" 

As he raised his eyes to those of Jacqueline, his discourse 
was at once cut short at seeing them sparkle with indigna- 
tion. And dropping his looks again towards the ground, 
where they were commonly fixed whenever he spoke, he 
listened without interruption as she replied: — 

" Count, or prelate, for I give you your choice of titles 
in this matter of secular or clerical concern, it is well at 
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this outset of our enterprize that we understand each other. 
Your alliance is of hi^h price to one in my forlorn situa- 
tion, and still more valuable is the aid of England's regent. 
But for neither can I forego the sense of my own dignity, 
nor incur the blame of my own conscience. I am satis- 
fied, if Heaven wills it so, to be the most wretched of wo- 
men; but I will die sooner than do aught I may be ashamed 
of How, then, can you counsel me a secret marriage 
while another husband yet lives, and ere my hated bonds 
are yet broken ?" 

"Nay, your interest and his highness of Glocester^s, 
leave little doubt of your unlawful marriage being at this 
hour annulled, even if John of Brabant yet live to receive 
the bull by which his Holiness will sever your union. 
Both divorce and widowhood may at this moment be 
yours. Then hesitate not on weak scruples, from which I 
am ready to absolve you." 

*' Alas, alas !" said Jacqueline, sinking- on a chair simi- 
lar to the bishop's, "how often on my sad and dreary path 
of life have I met those ever ready to remove the scruples 
of my conscience, and point out the broad road to crime 1" 

" Crime, Madam Jacqueline !" 

"No less, reverend count. When my first affianced 
lord, the Dauphin, fell a victim to perfidy and poison, and 
I lost at once a promised husband and a crown^ how many 
a tongue held forth to check the tide of natural remorse, 
with which I looked on the unholy union with my hated 
cousin John ! And when I did yield me to the counsel of 
my friends^ and sacrificed myself to the mere phantom of 
a spouse, who could scarcely bear the burden of his own 
infirmities, much less uphold me and my rights — ^how was 
I urged, ay, by this very pontiff, Martin V., to overcome 
the terror which made me, as I declared in full assembly 
to the states of Hainault, tremble like an aspen leaf, when- 
ever my boy-husband threatened to approach me !" 

"Ay, my much honoured daughter," rejoined the prelate, 
with an unsanctified leer, "and no wonder you should 
shrink from the approach of such a mere mockery of man- 
hood. But how different now your lot! How different 
the gallant Glocester, when he comes towards you full of 
love—" 

" Hold, my Lord Zweder 1 Anothet word like this— 
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another look, irreverent in you or insulting to me, and that 
moment I break off this conference, cut short our project 
for ever, and return to my poor town of Amersfort, trusting 
my fate to Heaven !" 

" Ay, Madam, it is this I was taught to expect — and it 
is for treatment like this I have risked my whole temporal 
good in your almost desperate cause! Thus your devoted 
vassals, your faithful towns of Holland and Zealand, your 
brave commons of Kennemer and West Frise are all sacri- 
ficed to a woman's caprice !" 

" Ill-fortune has made me used to bear hard words," said 
Jacqueline, with a proudly dejected air. 

" Cannot good sense teach you to value kind ones ? Can 
you not — ^" 

" Hark ye, my lord bishop ! I came not here to harm 
my cause any more than to list your lectures. I would 
not do myself the ill to quarrel with you — so hear me 1 I 
am ready to complete my contract with Humphrey of 
Glocester, when God in his mercy shall take him that 
calls himself my husband, or the pontiff in his wisdom 
shall break the bonds he himself forged for me." 

" Nay, this is well spoken ; and more than this — ^" 

" Asic me no more— my tongue will not play the hypo- 
crite to my heart. I cannot list to words of love when 
Glocester is the theme. I love him not, nor does he love 
me. Motives of state, that join so many a prince and prin- 
cess in unsuiting bonds, lead both of us to this marriage — 
nothing more. As Humphrey has valiantly fought for my 
poor cause, so shall I faithfully^honour him. As he has 
gallantly sought my hand, so shall I give it him in grati- 
tude and troth. But love ! Ah me, I never knew it, nor 
ever may 1 hope to know its charms I The lowliest wench 
that tends a peasant's swine may sooner prove the sympa- 
thy of heart for heart, than I, born to a state in which love 
is no denizen. And yet methinks, that had I — ^" 

"ELark! look out, Madam!" interrupted the bishop, who 
had paid little attention to the faintly uttered musings of 
his companion's reverie. " Do you not hear the trumpet 
that was to signal their approach? Yes^ there they come, 
two knights with their squires. It must be the duke and 
Ludwick Van Monfoort. Cheer up, cheer up, fair daugh- 
er^ to meet your affianced lord !" 
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A brighter expression did for a moment lighten Jacque- 
line's face ; but it W2is kindled at a source far different from 
the bishop's imagining. It was revived ambition that 
gleamed in her proud mind, and animated her fine counte- 
nance, at the prospect of meeting him, who had already 
fought for her rights, and was now their chief hope. She 
rose from her seat, and, with somewhat of a woman's 
weakness adjusting her tresses and head dress, she advanced 
to the opening of the tent. There she was met by her 
own and the bishop's pages, with a young woman some 
half dozen years her junior, the most favoured and attached 
of the few maids of honour who had faithfully followed 
her vicissitudes, from the time of her unhappy marriage 
with her cousin-german, John Duke of Brabant. The 
pages were, like the soldiers and other attendants, in plain 
suits, unmarked by any badge or cognizance that could 
denote their service. The young woman was dressed 
much in the same fashion as the princess, except that the 
colours she wore and the adjustment of her hair were care- 
fully suited to her still lighter complexion and the less seri- 
ous expression of her face. A smile beamed on her lovely 
mouth, blushes covered her cheeks, and her slight figure 
seemed elastic with joy. 

" Well, Benina," said Jacqueline, with^ a composed air, 
**your duty of the watch is finished. Duke Humphrey 
comes to the rendezvous ?" 

"Yes, yes, Madam, look yonder through the vista to- 
wards the beach, and see them coming ! They took us 
quite by surprise, notwithstanding all our vigilance. The 
little* bark sloped round {he jutting point of the bay by the 
north, while Hendrick and myself; with the bishop's page, 
the two halberdiers and the trumpeter, all strained our eyes 
towards the south." 

"'Tis rarely, my good Benina, that love looks so wide of 
his mark! Nay, blush not more deeply, my poor maiden 
— thy cheeks were already sufficiently dyed in the colour 
of confession." 

"Ah, Madam, spare me those words and looks! Be 
merciful to the weakness you have not hitherto reproved I" 

" Reprove ! Heaven forbid that I should ! Were I thy 
rival, Benina, I should blame and hate thee. But my envy 
of thy delight is that of ignorance not artger. ' Would that 
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I, too, could feel my pulse throb and my brow flush like 
thine I Ah me ! but it must be sweet to love and be be- 
loved!" 

** See Madam, they approach — the duke and — '* 

" Thou needest not to announce the brave Fitz-walter, 
Benina — ^thine eyes have been the heralds of his coming. 
I wish thee all joy and happiness, my faithful friend !" 

" And you too, my gracious mistress, will you not be 
joyous and happy 1 Oh ! let your face be decked with 
smiles at last — ^you, who of all the earth most merit hap- 
piness, and, more than me, have right to hail it now. 
Yon gallant lover, the royal Glocester, comes to claim your 
plighted troth, while I, alas ! have only hope and fancy to 
build on. Oh, cheer up, Madam, and meet the prince with 
smiles of welcome !" 

Jacqueline made no reply to this warm-hearted effusion, 
but stood with complacent gracefulness to receive the new 
comers. The bishop also quitted the tent and advanced 
towards them ; while the soldiers and servants formed in 
lilies, to do them honourable salutation. As Glocester ad- 
vanced he threw his large cloak to an attendant varlet, 
and discovered his manly figure, dressed in a plain close 
suit of Lincoln green, over which hung no otnament that 
might betray his rank; and his low round cap of velvet 
was simply adorned with a band of the same, fastened by 
a gold buckle such as any English gentleman might wear. 
A short dagger in his girdle was his only weapon; and it 
was but his princely mien and fiery glance that bore wit- 
ness to the identity of the impetuous protector of England.' 

The companion closest to his side, and who bluntly did 
the office of chamberlain in presenting to him the obsequi- 
ous bishop, was a man of middle age, middle stature, and 
middling manners, such as characterised the majority of 
the rude and independent nobility of Holland and Zealand 
in those days : — men, who to feudal power joined little at 
chivalric refinement; and in their isolated castles main- 
tained a fierce war with their factious neighbours, or the 
towns which detested and struggled against their autho- 
rity. Ludwick Van Monfoort was only distinguishi&d 
from his class by a never-changing fidelity to the cause of 
Jacqueline, emulated by few of her titled vassals, in her 
iinlucky wars with her uncle^ John the Pitiless, seculai:* 

Vol. L 2 
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i^ed Bishop of Liege, whose recent death^had restored her 
to those rights of heritage which his victorious iniquity 
had some years before wrested from her. This blunt war- 
rior could not, on the present, occasion, be induced to lay 
aside completely his warlike apparel. Beneath his russet 
doublet a slight hauberk of iron wire was partly visible; 
his long double-handed sword was slung by a brass-studded 
baldric at his back ; and his head was covered by a close 
cap of red cloth, the distinctive mark of the Hocks j the 
faction to which he belonged, in opposition to the grey bon- 
nets of the Kabblejaws, who had been for nearly a century 
their inveterate enemies. In other respects the dress of 
this staunch adherent did not belie the nominal purport of 
his visit to the Zevenvolden ; and his whole appearance 
formed a mixture of spoiting, chivalry, and brigandage. 

Close to Glocester, but not in a direct line with him, nor 
yet so much behind as to denote a servile station, walked a 
knightly looking man of about thirty, which was exactly; 
five years below his own age, in a similar costume to his, 
and with that peculiar air which has in all ages been dis- 
tinctive of an English nobla A few paces behind was a 
younger man, whose rougher aspect, coarser apparel, and 
measured attendance on Van Monfoort's movements, spoke 
him a squire suited to such a knight. 

"Welcome, most gracious duke!" sai^ Jacqueline, as 
Glocester saluted her, with the ceremonious courtesy pre- 
scribed by the strict rules of chivalry, but with none of the 
familiar warmth which might have been expected from a 
gallant prince to his affianced bride. "Let your heart in- 
terpret my gratitude for this new proof of zeal. I am a 
beggar even in words." . 

" Countess, I am here not less by inclination than duty," 
replied Glocester. " I owe it to my honour as well as to 
your misfortunes, to succour and cherish you at all risks. 
I have vowed my sword and my life to your service; and 
St, George be my warrant that I will keep my vow !" 

The tone of this reply sunk into Jacqueline's heart. She 
had never felt towards Glocester as at that moment. When 
he had first espoused her cause and contracted a promise 
of marriage with her, she was a mark that any prince in 
Europe might have aime(Lat ; and in the subsequent vain 
juggle against the unitea power of John of Brabant and ^ 
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Philip of Burgundy, her ambitious champion might have 
been supposed to fight for her possessions, rather than her 
person. But now, when nearly all was lost, Hainault ir- 
recoverably, and even Holland but partly held, and that 
by a most doubtful tenure, the unflinching perseverance of 
Glocester seemed perfect heroism in her eyes, and gave 
her, for the first time, the most delicious conviction a wo- 
man can feel — that \t was herself alone that formed her 
champion's inspiration. She therefore answered in terms 
of still stronger gratitude ; and then turned with graceful 
dignity, to acknowledgfe Lord Fitz-walter's respectful sa- 
lutation, and the less courtly one of Ludwick Van Mon- 
foort. 

"In sooth, my lord," said she, "it spreads a gleam of 
joy across my mind to see his highness accompanied by so 
distinguished a follower as yourself With such gallant 
support as you and my brave lion of Urk here, there may 
yet be hope of good." 

Van Monfoort acknowledged his title, smiled grimly 
through his grisly beard and thick mustachios, and shook 
his shoulders with a peculiar twist, that brought his sword 
round and enabled him to clap his hand on its huge hilt. 

"This be my pledge," said he, grasping the weapon; 
while Fitz-walter added a few words, in a tone of deep feel- 
ing, expressive of his devotion to Jacqueline's service. 

"Thanks, my good lord," said she, "are the only guerdon 
which the poorest of princesses can oflTer to the bravest of 
knights." 

" Oh, Madam, they are more, far more than I merit or 
expect," replied the Englishman, with miich emotion; "but 
better days may be in store," added he, in a Ughter tone, as 
if recovering from «■ too serious mood. 

" Let us hope so!" exclaimed Jacqueline, " though alas ! 
we may never see the like of those gay and happy times 
when merry England and his( gracious highness here did 
more than meet honour to my small deserts. It is a poor 
return I now can make for all the courteous gallantry la- 
vished upon me then — a stolen reception in these wild woods, 
a sorry tent, and a mock hunting party, in lieu of a brilliant 
court, a splendid palace, magnificent jousts, and feats of 
chivalry." 

^'Countess," said Gbcester, with a spirited air, '^weare 



Digitized 



by Google 



10 lACaUELINE OF HOLLAND. 

too much honoured in your service to feel aught wanting to 
ennoble it. Fitz-walter is ready again to put his lance in 
rest, and run a tilt in your, cause, in a moie glorious field 
than the narrow lists of Westminster or Windsor. Think 
no more of these child's sports — we must now turnjour 
thoughts to manlier deeds." 

" Ah, noble prince, my heart is full, and the eight of 
that now faded favour, which I see his lordship with con- 
stant gallantry still wears in his cap, recalled those halcyon 
days with a too acute remeipbrance. That favour, Lord 
Fitz-walter, marks an ungracious contrast to your fidelity 
—it changes its colour " 

"Which I never shall, as heaven is my hope," said Fitz- 
walter, placing his hand on his heart, while Benina Bey- 
Ung, who had stood timidly blushing behind her mistress, 
felt her brain turn, as she almost sunk with excess of hap- 
piness. 

" Come forward, Benina," said Jacqueline, "and take 
Lord Fitz-walter into your care. She will, I warrant her, 
my lord, give special heed to your discourse, for England's 
Bake and for your own, though her gratitude may not be 
garrulous. Van Monfoort, tend well this gallant lord, he 
shall be in your charge to-day. My page, and my lord 
bishop's here, will do the office of chamberlains in this our 
Court of the Zevenvolden. Now, gracious prince, come 
with his reverence and ourselves into our sylvan closet of 
council. Alasl what bitter mockery does fate make of 
princes and their pomp !" 

These concluding words were uttered in a tone of deep 
sadness, that suddenly broke down, as it were, the forced 
gayety of the sentence or two which preceded them. The 
lovely speaker, whom misfortune had taught to moralize, 
entered the pavilion followed by Glocester and the bishop, 
while Fitz-walter and Van Monfoort, under Benina' s au- 
spices, took possession of another tent, hastily thrown up 
within a short distance, but just out of hearing of that 
conference on which the more elevated triumvirate imme* 
diately entered^ 
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CHAPTER IL 



The bishop, a selfish person, quite unconscious of his own 
insignificance and dulness, began the discourse ; and feel- 
ing himself, as it were, at home, did the duties of host, aa 
such men always do, by placing themselves and their affairs 
in the post of honour. He seated himself in his cushioned 
armed-chair, and in the elation of the moment, forgetting 
decorum, and almost servility, exclaimed, 

" Ah, this is a proud day for Zweder Van Culemborg! — 
piost royal protector, my delight is infinite to meet you. — 
How the rebellious citizens of Utrecht must quail and ac- 
cept the commutation — ay, and doff their greasy caps, with 
thanks to my lowest proctor. When does your highnesses 
noble domination reckon on the arrival of your forces? — 
Ludwick Van Monfoort tells ma bluntly they are coming, 
but says not when. How many thousand heroes do yo.U 
bring to our aid, most princely protector? — ^you make youif 
first advance on Utrecht, eh ! Ah, let the base burghers 
quail ! — ungrateful slaves, who would not add a ruby to 
their prelate's mitre, nor a doight to their prince's revenue^ 
nor a — ^^ 

"Before Heaven, Madam," said Glocester, abruptly, 
"your reverend ally here, unlike the Genoese bowmen at 
Agincourt, does not let those he came to aid take the front 
of the battle ! — he leads the van more like a prinoipal than 
an auxiliary. May God and St. George guard me well, 
but I thought I came here to serve your cause againpt per- 
fidious Burgundy, not to fight for this holy suffiragan 
against his beggarly parishioners. How is this, fair count- 
ess ? — or, mayhap, your reverence will set me right ?" 

While Jacqueline answered Glocester^s sarcasms by a 
smile, and threw a glance of inefi^ble contempt at tho 
churchman, the latter, recalled to a sense of his indelicate 
egotism by the duke's reproof, muttered a not v^r^ satisfac- 
tory com'meptary on his former text. 

" Your highness marvels," said he, '' that I should touch 
ftrst on what seems my own interests in thi9 conference, 
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But wherefore, let me ask, is it wondrous that I should be 
moved by the impulse that regulates all men— ay, and all 
Ijp-omen, by this fair lady's leave? Suppose I do think of 
tnyself, why not? Do Inot risk all to serve our common 
cause? — ^and why should my good alone be overlooked ?-^ 
Why should the Bishop of Utr«ch t be forgotten — at least by 
him who wears the mitre ? No man ever yet hated his own 
flesh, but nourisheth it, and cherisheth it, says St. Paul.** 

" Nay, countess, with your good leave," said Glocester, 
intercepting the indignant reply which had begun to speak 
in Jacqueline's looks. " I will briefly answer the worthy 
prelate's questions, and speak to this matter as seems meet. 
And first, be it known to your reverence, I dm no polemic, 
nor can I quote scripture, though worse than either of us 
has done so before now. Moreover, I tell you frankly that 
I am no friend to alliances with churchmen ; one bishop 
has been the bitter foe of the countess here, pitiless John of 
Liege, whom neither religion nor relationship could ap- 
pease. Another has been the bane of my life, as well you 
may know, pernicious, wanton Winchester ! And, with- 
out undue offence, I see nothing good to be gained in a 
league where selfishness holds the first place." 

*^ But listen, my lord duke, awhile — ?' 

" Let me tell you, prelate, that Humphrey of Glocester is 
-^iased to be listened to^ not curbed, in speech or action. — 
Nor shall any priest dictate what even froward Beaufort 
dared not!" 

" By St. Willebrod, the patron of my see, if your high- 
ness takes so high a tone with your friends, your enemies 
may weir, I trow, call you imperious and irreverend !" 

" My friends ! — Hold there awhile, good Bishop, nor 
fiJJeak too rashly. I am quick to give enmity, but slow in 
lavishing regard, particularly to those of your cloth. I do 
aot mean that hunting suit, which, 'fore George, I honour 
more than sacerdotal robes." 

"'Tis you who speak too rashly, lord protector. Nor is 
this fit discourse from layman to a priest ; nor, let me add, 
of likelihood to serve the cause you boast of being pledged 
to. My crosier to a lame man's crutch ! Is it thus fm to 
be treated? Madame Jacqueline, do I deserve this from 
your friends?" 

With these words the bishop rose from his chair, and 
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paced the tent in much perturbation ; while Glocester sat 
quietly, enjoying the storm he had raised. Jacqueline little 
less gratified at his free treatment of the selfish being (who 
only received back what he was himself too ready to deal 
out to others when he dared,) yet feared that a premature 
breach might follow the too-marked expression of Gloces- 
ter' s fiery contempt. *She, therefore, ' in a soothing tone, 
entreated the bishop to remove his seat ; and by a persua- 
sive look showed the duke her wish that he should make 
some amends for his abruptness. He quickly complied, 
and said — 

" Come, my lord bishop, be not too quick to take offence. 
Let this pass, and we will talk more coolly. But, by the 
rood, it moved me to hear you begin our council with what 
should have come last in order." 

" Well, let it be not revived," said Jacqueline, interrupt- 
ing the prelate's reply, — -"you are both friends now, and 
must, for my sake, make allowance for each other's way 
of thought and speech. Be satisfied, reverend Sir; my 
good ally !" . 

" Blessed be the peace-makers !" exclaimed the hypocri- 
tical retailer of the apostle^g dicta, resuming his seat quite 
satisfied to brook the sallied: of so powerful a censor as 
England's protector, and thinking he had shown sufficient 
spirit at his rough usage. 

" Now let us, my good lords, come calmly to the matter 
of our meeting," said Jacqueline, "and discuss, in serious 
mood and measured phrase, the subjects we have so much 
at heart. . Remember we are about to cope with a mighty 
antagonist; and, for the love of a righteous cause, let us 
mutually add to each other's strength, by bearing with 
each other's weakness. For you, bishop, and me, we up- 
hold each our own interests in this quanel ; for should the 
tyrant, Philip, crush me in this struggle, you too must be- 
come his victim. But let us bear in mind that this noble 
prince espouses my just but almost desperate cause, and 
therefore acts in yours from motives alone of generous de- 
votion. Let our gratitude — ?* 

" Noble and beauteous Jacqueline," interrupted Gloces- 
ter, " let no more mention of that word put shame upon 
my feeble efforts." 
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" Nor need we overstrain his highnesses pure motives," 
chimed in the churchman, with a sulky and envious sneer; 
"pledged by the honour of knighthood in your cause, and 
bound by the holy ties of affianced faith, methinks the 
hoped-for enjoyment of your various counties of Holland, 
Zealand, and Friesland, to the north, with the contested 
claims for Brabant and Hainault, to the south, besides the 
succession to the Bavarian fiefs, which, • on the death of 
your noble mother, Madame Marguerite, must be yours in 
virtue of direct inheritance — methinks all these, with the 
possession of a bride so beautiful, as it. needs no flattery to 
pronounce you to be, are enough to urge on this puissant 
prince, without seeking to prove him influenced by super- 
human virtue." 

The prelate's eyes being as usual, fixed on the ground, 
he did not see, as Jacqueline too quickly did, the rapid 
flush that spread over Glocester's brow during this speech, 
nor the impetuous movement which impelled his open hand 
against his forehead, nor the forcible, compression of his 
lips, all speaking an inward struggle of no common kind. 
Her sensitive mind, accustomed to disappointment and de- 
ceit, read a volume of evil import in these omens. The 
current of her words seemed checked ; nor did the duke 
give utterance to a single phrase. The bishop, who expect- 
ed interruption at every point of his verbose [speech, looked 
up in surprise, which become instantly triumph, when he 
saw the evident confusion of GlocestePs looks. 

" Nay, nay, your highness ;" said he, with a patronising 
tone, " take not my words too much at heart — I meant not 
to mortify you, but to show our fair ally here that I can 
probe the recesses of men's minds, and sift the secret mo- 
tives that impel the acts, of all. Noble prince, be not cast 
down." 

" Tut, tut, good priest," said Glocester, impatiently repel- 
ling the hand which the bishop placed on his, "waste not 
your words, nor wear the day in child's play like this. I 
tell you, prelate, you know me not ; nor could the cun- 
ning of all earth's hierarchs unravel the mystery of my 
present thoughts. A baby's hand may strike deep discord 
from a ghittern's strings. Even so have your foolish worda 
jarred on the feelings you could not play upon. Enough 
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then ! — Time presses, and each man's deeds must now be 
the interpreter of his motives. Fair countess, pardon me 
for being a moment turned aside from your especial con- 
verse — I play the gallant badly, and perhaps the statesman 
worse! Nature made'^me hasty, though not heedless, as 
you shall find ere long". 

"Princely Glocester," replied Jacqueline, "I may not 
read your secret thoughts, but 1 can divine the causes that 
affect them. Lack of happiness sharpens the mind^s eye, 
as want of sight quickens the blind man's touch. Then 
hear me now at this outset, ere one irreparable step be taken 
in our most perilous enterprise, if, as I fear me, you re- 
pent our mutual pledge, if a realm's good is risked by- 
it, if your great brother Bedford, trammelled by Burgun- 
dy, looks on our union with an ill eye, as marring mightier 
plans of state — ^this moment I release you from your vow, 
and will dare alone the manifold dangers of my quarrel. 
Speak to me frankly, freely, without set phrase, or courtly 
guile — I wait for your reply." 

" Madame Jacqueline !" exclaimed the bishop, in cruel 
perturbation; "Countess! for the love of the saints — in 
the name of the holy martyrs, I conjure you to recall these 
ruinous words I Duke of Glocester, I must not let you 
answer ! As a prelate of the holy church, as a protector 
of this princess's rights, 1 put a bar upon your speech, if 
it would violate a sacred engagement, on which my whole 
— that is to say, on which all our safety depends % Oh^ 
woman, woman ! what little wisdom did the fruit of know- 
ledge give you ! — when, indeed, will you bruise the ser- 
pent's head ?" 

While the reverend speaker once more started from his 
chair, paced the tent, and rubbed, or almost wrung his 
' hands with agitation, Glocester continued seated, and look- 
ed firmly on Jacqueline, during both her and the bishop's 
harangues. When the latter had subsided into interjec- 
tional murraurings, the duke calmly spoke. 

" If," said he, " I had wanted proof of Jacqueline of 
Holland's magnanimity, or sought a contrast between wo- 
man's greatness and man's littleness, St. George, have I 
not them before me ! But I needed not this. From the 
day on which you, too beautiful Jacqueline, sought the 
court and the protection of my late brother, Henry, whom 
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the King of kings assoil ! to this present eventful hour, I 
have known you for all that is great in spirit and virtuous 
in heart. I have sworn my life to your service, and no 
mortal power shall make me swerve from that great duty. 
It is true I am thwarted in my ardent wishes. When Hen- 
ry lay on his death-bed, almost his last request was that I 
should not quit England more, nor embroil myself in the 
quarrels of France. But I did not heed the dying weak- 
ness of even a hero like him. I judged for myself, invaded 
Hainault, fought for, and lost your cause. Now, Bedford, 
great and good as he is, reiterates the vow of our royal 
brother, and urges me, by all the interests of the realm, to 
abandon you and rest at home. But the wishes of a living 
regent restrain me no more than the prayer of a buried 
king, even though Burgundy and Britanny, those intrigu- 
ing dukes, have gained all Bedford's confidence, and make 
my conduct the pretext for loosening the ties that bind them 
to the cause of England. Again, old Winchester, that pieled 
prelate, that manifest firebrand, whom our late King Henry 
hated as I do, who never put foot in church but to pray me 
mischief, he, with some factious lords, dares implicate my 
motives, in making your cause my own, and fulminates 
anathema and ban against me on the head of it. But 
nought shall stay me while I wield the power of England, 
till my young nephew, Henry VI., may take the reins of 
state, or till death strikes the sword of office from my hand. 
Three thousand gallant soldiers, men at arms, bill men, 
and archers mixed in due proportion — are now on the sea, 
and, ere three days, they must, if God keeps the wind in 
its present course, be landed safe in Holland." 

" Praise to the Lord of Hosts, and may the wind hold 
westwardly!" uttered the bishop, at the same moment 
thrusting his head out of the tent, and raising his palm 
towards the favouring point of the compass. " May St. 
Peter blow a strong breath into the canvass," and the Vir- 
gin sit at the helm !" continued he, turning again into the 
tent and laughing outright with joy, on feeling the light 
breeze which crept gently up from the Zuyder Zee into 
the forest. "Oh, brave Glocester, how I honour you! 
Ha, ha. Burgundy! you are forestalled at last. What 
will the schismatic chapter of Utrecht say now, when they 
3ee the heroes of Agincourt level their pikes, and bend theif 
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bows, and point their culverins at my side ! Ha, ha ! ha, 
ha! Ah! my fair countess, did I not bid you be of good 
hearth Let the Zerem Volden ring with joy 1" 

" By St. Paul, I could almost laugh myself, at the antics 
of this mitred mountebank 1" said Glocester, in a half whis- 
per to Jacqueline, as the bishop walked up and down. 
"'Tis pity he has not a cock's-comb in his cap. No, no, 
he will not suit our alliance, countess. His mummery re- 
minds me of Jadas in the miracle play, which they acted 
for us at Windsor." 

" He may be most useful though not disinterested," said 
Jacqueline, in the same tone. 

" Use him, then, but trust him not," rejoined the duke. 
"I am no astrologer nor cabalist, nor know I the grand' 
magistery ; but King Alphonso^s three-feided crystal is not 
wanting, to show me that this priest will as surely betray 
us as it may answer his ends to do so." - 

" Well, your highness," asked the bishop, coming for- 
ward, "what say you to the countess?" 

" Something trite, and more true than your last homily, 
I'll 'gage for il," answered Glocester. 

"Whatever your princely protectorship pleases," said 
the obsequious priest. " I begin to see your humour, and 
will let it pass. What more does it now suit your high- 
ness to communicate to Madame Jacqueline and myself?" 

" I tell you honestly, prelate, somewhat to her I would 
not trust to you." 

"And well that may be, from a lover to his betrothed. 
Would you that I should walk abroad awhile?" said the 
prelate, with a significant leer. 

Another gloomy blush and frown passed over Glocester' s 
brow. Jacqueline saw it, with pain and pride. She felt 
her colour rise as her heart swelled j and she rapidly said, 

" Duke, have we more to hear of your design ? If so. 
his reverence may again be seated — if not, let us seek the 
greenwood, and try the fortune of the forest." 

"In sooth, fair countess, I have not more of moment to 
communicate just now; but this, which you may kindly 
construe as important — I must return this night to En» 
gland." 

" Return this night to England 1" echoed the bishop. 
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" To England ?" said Jacqueline. 

" Ay, by my faith ! and sorely against my will. Would 
I might dare to stay, and at once peril my life in this con- 
test!" 

" What I will you not fight, then, in this cause — not lead 
your troops to quell my factious citizens?" asked the bishop, 
with panting anxiety, while Jacqueline silently gazed on 
Glocester. 

"Reverend count," said the latter, "I may not lead the 
troops even in a better quarrel. But I will fight, ay to the 
death, or God abandon me in her just cause ! Know, Ma- 
dam, that my duel with tyrant Burgundy is all decided 
on. His last acceptance of my terms of combat reached 
me four days gone, ere I quitted Westminster. My brother 
Bedford is our utopire; the place of fight not yet arranged; 
the day not named. But in the interim, I am bound hy, 
solemn pledge of knighthood to hold myself unharmed, to 
take or give no *gage of combat with another, to keep my 
body whole for my opponent's revenge, and to hold my arm 
apart from any less noble quarrel. Thus, then, it is. Lord 
Fitz-walter commands the coming troops — he being, by a 
different pledge, bound not to fight in person against Bur- 
gundy, but free to battle with all the world beside. My 
heart is in every blade, and my prayer for victory shall 
thrill in every bowman's string ! That it may wait on these 
valiant legions, I shall daily visit the shrine of St. Erken- 
wald, our great city's patron, and ere long I shall myself) 
with the blessing of St. George, for England, and St. Mi- 
chael for chivalry, do justice on the body of false Burgun- 
dy, and free you from your thrall. For the rest I arranged 
the whole plan of conduct with Fitz-walter and Van 
Moonfort, in the bold lion's den of Urk last night, and on 
our passage from the island to the main this morning. 
We will confer with them anon, if so it please you. Ma- 
dam : and then I must away once more for England, to fit 
me mr the issue of the coming combat with our deadly 
enem^." 

" But, your highness," said the bishop, impatiently seiz- 
ing the &rst pause in Glocester' s speech, "you have not 
yet said one word of the main point of all — the contract— 
the marriage 'twizt the countess and yourself—-" 
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"Hark ! By St, Hubert's bugle, the hounds have caught 
tlie scent ! Come, Matiam, to horse, to horee ! and one 
brave burst into the forest !" exclaimed Glocester, starting 
from his seat and rushing out of the tent. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

The cry of the dogs, which had afforded Glocester so 
opportune an excuse for escaping from Bishop Zweder's 
persecutions, was indeed caused by one of the stragglers 
having caught the scent of a stag. When the duke sal- 
lied from the tent he saw every thing without in a state of 
anxious commotion; the brachs wildly strove to escape 
from the men who held them in leash ; the greyhounds 
stretched their long necks, convulsively moved their point- 
ed ears, and strained their sharp sight into the wood. The 
horses neighed and pawed the earth, and the varlets and 
prickers looked anxiously for some signal that might tell 
them to begin the chace. 

"Holloa! Fitz-walter! Van Monfoortl" cried Glocester, 
" out, out into the forest, there is a stag on foot — to horse, 
to horse I" 

At the summons the two warriors appeared, with Beni- 
na and the pages, and all the attendants sprang forward 
to hasten every necessary preparation. The bishop some- 
what astonished at Glocester^ s abruptness, came forward 
with a bewildered look as if he was more at fault than any 
hound of the pack ; and Jacqueline never showed so little 
alertness on hearing the music of the chace, though the 
horns flourished and the bugles blew in stirring discord 
with the deep voices of the dogs. She grasped her bow, 
and slung her quiver at her back instinctively; but she 
thought only of the duke's strange manner, and his looks 
of deep confusion at every mention of the marriage-con- 
tract, still more unaccountable when coupled with his so- 
lemn vows of devotion to her cause. While she stood in 
the tent, deeply musing on this manifest inconsistency, 

Vol, I. 3 
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Benina entered, astonished to find the countess the most 
backward of all who were to join in the coming sport. 
To her respectful and anxious expressions of this feeling", 
Jacqueline replied, that she had been taken by surprise, 
that she was not altogether prepared, but she assumed as 
light a demeanour as she could command, and quitted the 
pavilion. 

"St. Hubert, be my guide!" said the bishop, in reply to 
some impatient remarks of Glocester, " if I ever dreamt of 
taking horse to-day ; otherwise, noble duke, a better stud 
should have been at your command. But choose among 
the half dozen — ^" 

"^Fore George, it is such a choice as Satan had of the 
six sextons of Glastonbury — ^an unseemly set they are. 
What's here? — a roan gelding for the pack-saddle? — and 
this shambling Flemish mare, fit for some fat dean of the 
gilden in a slow-paced pageant! — and this? Vertu Dieu! 
ril not raise the foot-cloth, lest the carrion crows dart on 
their prey a week too soon! But never mind — let me 
mount this Friesland hackney, Fll warrant it he has a 
comely trot, quite equal to the speed of these yelping curs. 
Ah, prelate! I much fear me the breed of bishops is, like 
their studs and kennels, sorely degenerated since the day 
when these forests of Drent were granted to your prede- 
cessors, on the tenure of their hunting Jn them daily six 
months in the year." 

" Let me hold your stirrup, noble duke, as your great- 
grand-uncle, the Black Prince, did for John, King of 
France, when he mounted his destere after the fight of 
Poictiers. Why yes," continued the prelate, while he set- 
tled himself in his crimson-covered saddle, (Glocester hav- 
ing declined his assistance, and standing waiting for 
Jacqueline's approach,) "yes, those rude churchmen you 
speak of, more poachers than priests, readier to sound a 
horn than raise a chalice, to bend a bow in the forest than 
a knee at the altar, they are, thank Heaven 1 extinct; and 
in their humble successor somewhat of godliness may have 
taken place of gracelessnessjr Yet, still we hunt at times, 
my noble duke : and I, as count of Drent, am bound to send 
yearly to my liege lord, the emperor, a certain tribute of 
sanglier's tusks, wolfs tails and orox' horns." 

"What! have you still the orox in these forests? Me- 
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thought they were quite rooted out, and nought more noble 
than a wild boar left, to give spirit to the chace." 

" You are mistaken then^ duke, for the great orox, au- 
raux or urns, the hugest of the cow-kind, still exists ; in 
small numbers, it is' true, but enough to spread terror in 
the purlieus of the forest, as brave Van Monfoort here can 

VQUCh." 

" I killed one not six months past, with the aid of four 
bold comrades," said Van Monfoort, " and your highness 
quaffed your posset cup at Urk last night, out of one of his 
horns." 

"Indeed!" said Glocester. "That maybe; but I heed 
not the goblet, gallant comrade, when the mixtus is good 
and the welcome cordial, as was the case at your hospita^ 
ble home. But, here comes the countess." 

He soon with due gallantry assisted Jacqueline to mount 
her palfrey, while Lord Fitz-walter did the same service 
to Benina Beyling. Glocester was greatly pleased to re- 
cognize their horses for two he had himself given to Jac- 
queline, and proud of the contrast they presented to those 
of the bishop* s iH-fumished stud. 

"By Heavens, Fitz-walter," he exclaimed, "it is glori- 
ous to see these bright creatures in the graceful attitudes 
of female horsemanship ! How different from the unsightly 
display of women in Guienne and Britanny, who cross 
their saddles like coarse cavaliers !" 

" Ay, or the ladies of Suffolk, whom the ' Boke of Bury* 
tells us were in a great vein for wearing breeches," an- 
swered Fitz-walter. 

" What noble animals are those !" continued the duke. 
"'Tis kind, is't not, Fitz-walter? of the countess to let my 
poor present meet me here face to face?" 

"*Tis like herself, a type of good taste and better feel- 
ing." 

" Yet I, Fitz-walter, with such a prize within my reach 
— ay, in my very grasp, — I, like some base and hurley 
clown, as if the blood of Plantagenet had suddenly frozen 
in my heart — " 

"Hush, my gracious loird! nor let this deep emotion 
speak in your tone or looks — ^the countess waits." 

" On, then! Let misery wear the mask of glee— aud 
England's prptectojr play the mummer 1" 
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With these words Glocester urged on his little pony to- 
wards Jacqueline^ and took his station at one side of her 
richly caparisoned palfrey ; the bishop occupying the other, 
on the lean and long-tailed steed whose embroidered hous- 
ings concealed a carcass that was scarcely libelled by the 
duke*s ridicule. Resolved at once to conceal his own un- 
quiet state of mind, and give no time for Jacqueline* s ob- 
servations or the bishop*s untoward remarks, Glocester 
launched forth with assumed gayety into all the rhapsody 
of a sportsman's delight, while the brachs were let loose 
into the forest, and began to give tongue as they caught 
the quarry s scent. He begged of Jacqueline to press for- 
ward; and she, nothing loth, soon entered into the fullest 
spirit of the scene. But the bishop found himself hard set 
to keep up with their increasing pace, and was too happy 
when the ill-trained pack very soon came to a check. 
Glocester, disappointed and disgusted with the unskilful 
display of both dogs and huntsmen, pointed out his displea- 
sure in no set terms. 

" Call you this hunting, reverend count?" said he, turn- 
ing to the bishop, who was however too far behind to hear 
him distinctly ; "ah 1 well I Wot me you had lost the spirit 
of the good prelate Palatines of old ! Far other sport from 
this — if spoirt it may be called — would old Bishop Walter 
of Rochester, or Leicester's mitred Abbot afford, were we in 
their chace to-day. Did ever a man see such bungling 
grooms as those? What whooping and hallooing ! What 
rioting and railing I And St. Hubert save us from such 
dogs — such babblers and skirters ! Ah, Countess ! when 
we roused the hart-royal from his lair in Sherwood brakes, 
and you honoured me by mounting this palfrey for the first 
time, we had different sport from this." 

*"Tis true, my lord, that England takes the palm in 
sylvan sports," said Jacqueline, coldly, and somewhat 
piqued, both at the sorry exhibition of the bishop's pack 
and the duke's blunt censures, while he, heedless of their 
eflfect, called out impatiently in his native tongue — . 

" God's pity, Fit«-walter, but it maddens me to see these 
bunglini: loons so mar our chance of sport 1 Ah, were the 
masters .of my stag-hounds, Dick Lazenby, or Gervaise 
Gwynne, to the fore to-day, with Merkin, Grappler, Pil- 
lager, and half a score couple more, what work should wq 
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have ! Do, good Fitz-walter, yourself lay on those hounds. 
Let them draw up the wind — let them strain on a good 
vent, hold high their heads, and like the horses of the sun 
run all abreast !" 

While Fitz-walter cheerfully obeyed, the duke address- 
ed Jacqueline. 

" Now, Madam, you shall see if aught is to be done with 
his reverence's mongrels, for if any man can make them 
hunt, Fitz-walter can." 

" Are English nobles wont to do the duties of huntsmen ?' ' 
asked Jacqueline, somewhat sharply. 

" Yes, countess, and at times the deeds of horses," repli- 
ed Glocester, rather sternly ; *' and know ye, Madam, that 
he before you is Lord Warden of Windsor Forest, Wood- 
ward of the vert and vetiison, with verderers, foresters, ran- 
gers, Serjeants and yeomen prickers, all in his command 1 
Right, good Fitz-walter! — on, brave warden!" added the 
duke, again in plain English, 

" * Like the bold hunt, which rathe and early rise, 
His bottle filled with wine in any wise* — 

How go the rhymes I — what' s next ? Ay, ay — 

* The mellow horn to winde, 

The stately harte in frith or fell to finde/ 

Well hunted, gallant knight ! 

' Blow your home, hunter, 

Blow your home on highe ; 
In yonder wood there lies a doe 
And she is loth to die— 
T So hunter blowe your home !' " 

"And what thinks your highness of our dogs? Are 
not these spotted brachs rare animals?" asked the bishop, 
who had now come up. ^ 

"I fear me I have told my thoughts too freely," said 
Glocester, with a significant look towards Jacqueline; 
" but a grain of truth in the greenwood is worth a pound 
of flattery in the court, as our old proverb says. Countess^ 
you forgive my candour?" 

'< Would that it spoke out more plainly !'* said -shei with 
3* 
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a sigh ; but she instantly recovered herself, and added, " yes 
duke, I most fully pardon your censure of our imperfect, 
sport, provided ycm dojusticetoour wish that it were better." 

"Better I — how — what — why?" said the bishop. "Can 
better hounds be than these spotted brachs % Why, they 
are famous — does not your highness think them choice ? — 
What better sort could be?" 

" My good bishop, I may tell you in an English rhyme, 
which the countess will understand, though you may not ;— 



'So manny menne, so manny mindes, 
So manny houndes, so manny kindes' — 



and many a one, to my mind, is better than your spotted 
brachs. We have for instance, our southern hounds for 
strict training, our northern for fleetness; the white stag- 
hound, good at stratagem from his abundant phlegm ; the 
black, with grpat memories j the brown for courage ; the 
yellow for perseverance. There are leymmers and hariers, 
gazehounds, and greyhounds." 

"Well, very well! — set aside the rest, and let's look to 
the greyhounds. Where can you match me this grand 
Albanian breed ? — Are they not the true model of a grey- 
hound? Are they not the real sort so vaunted by Zeno- 
phon in his treatise on hare-hunting, and by Arian in his 
book on coursing ?" 

" By our lady, bishop, you puzzle me sorely now ! I am 

no clerk, and know nought of those worthy sportsmen 

' whose writings you quote ; but if they will match their 

dogs, be they of what breed they may, against some I am 

ready to produce—'' 

" Nay, duke, one of those authors wrote eighteen hun- 
dred years ago, and the other. Anno Domini 150 !" 

" Even so, even so ; I answer them and you with some 
couplets from as prime a scribe as either, and this is the 
true picture of a good greyhound : 

* Head like a snake, 
Neck'd like a drake, 
Back'd like a beam, 
Sided like a bream, 
Tailed like a rat, 
Footed like a cat,'— 

ftnd such meant the princess in ' Sir Eglamour,' when she 
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promised a present to her knight. 

' Syr, if you be on hnntynge fonde/ 
I shaJl you give a good greyhounde, 

That is dunn as a doo : 
For as I am true gentylwoman. 
There was never deer that be at ran 

That might escape him fro.''' 

"Hark! hark!" hallooed Fitz-walter. "Awayt 
there goes a stag, by St. George !'* 

^ " Nay, he is not worth following, countess — not he, Pitz- 
walter," cried the duke; " he is but a knobler, or at best a 
brocket." 

" Did I not know the keenness of your highnesses eye> I 
should say a staggart," said the lord warden. 

" A butt of malmsey to a cross-bow, 'tis at the best a 
brocket!" 

" I yield to your highness." 

" Yet I might not be able to decide the wager, Fitz- 
waiter, for there goes the quarry full speed down the wind ; 
and with these running curs we may never hope to chace 
him again in view." 

"While the duke and his noble followers thus argued 
the identity of the young stag, in his different stages of 
growth from one year up to four, Jacqueline, less technical, 
but more alert, quickly drew a shaft from her quiver, plac- 
ed it steadily in her bow, threw the light rein, garnished 
with silver bells, loosely over her arm, and taking prompt 
aim, as the frightened animal bounded through the forest, 
a few roods in front, she sent the arrow unerringly to its 
mark. It entered the neck, close to the shoulder-blade, a 
sure and deadly wound as was made evident bj the im- 
mediate limping paces which succeeded the former grace- 
ful boundings of the now "stricken deer." Exclamations 
of applause burst from Glocester, Fitz-walter, Van-Mon- 
foort, and the bishop, while Benina uttered a laugh of tri- 
umph at this new proof of her noble mistress's wonted skill; 
and the huntsmen instantly laid on several of the hounds, 
which were sure ere long to overtake the prey, had they 
only tracked by the blood that trickled from its wound. 

" My lord, I honour your prudence and policy," said the 
bishop, approaching to Fita-walter, while Gloceater com* 
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plimented the countess; — "a true courtier is never wiser 
than his master, or he is a fool for his pains." 

" And how, my lord bishop, have you found out that rare 
quality in me?" asked Fitz-walter. 

" Tut, tut, my good lord ; what man of sense would for- 
feit his patron's favour for proving that a stag bore an 
antler more or less on its horns ?" 

Fitz-walter smiled contemptuously ; but Van Monfoort, 
who stood close by, holding his horse's rein, exclaimed, 
"nitell you a thing, Bishop Zweder; you know as little 
of the bold candour of chivalry as this English earl does of 
the guile of priestcraft ; and I prophesy that your cunning 
ways will lose you more than they ever gained. Beware 
lest the Canon of Diepenholt slips in between you and the 
chapter, while you think you manage them so well" 



CHAPTER IV. 

Before any reply could be made to De Monfoort's 
blunt speech, the whole company were filled with some as- 
tonishment, by the appearance of two men, who suddenly 
came from the thicket in the direction which the wounded 
deer had taken, surrounded by the huntsmen and hounds, 
who had just before gone off in pursuit. One of the stran- 
gers was a young man dressed in the fashion of the Fri- 
sons, A small and low-crowned hat of brown cloth al- 
lowed a profusion of thickly-curled chesnut hair to escape 
and fall about his shoulders. His green vest was fitted 
with short, wide sleeves, puckered into several plaits, un- 
der which appeared others of leather, tight to his arms, 
and reaching to the wrist, where they closely fitted, with- 
out band or buckle. His ample bracea^ or hauts-de-chav^ 
sees, of the same stuff as his vest, came down nearly to his 
knees, above which they were confined by a running string, 
and below them Hrete tight pantaloons, like his under- 
sleeveS) which showed the form of the legs down to the 
ankle, where they terminated. A chanasure^ half shoe^ 
luUf sandal, covered his feet, tied with leather cords. In 
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his whole dress there was not a single button, the use of 
which (in more modern costumes) was supplied by various 
strings and small brass buckles. Besides the bow which 
he carried in his hand, and the quiver slung at his back, a 
short straight sword was suspended from his girdle. Al- 
though not more than twenty-two, or twenty-three years 
old, he joined to features of fine expression an air of manly 
intrepidity ; and would have appeared tall and robust be- 
side any other figure but that of his companion. 

That other, a perfect giant, stood a full head taller than 
him. His dress was nearly of the same form, but of muoh 
coarser texture; the juppon, or close vest, being of dog's- 
skin, the laces of his thick sandals reaching in transversal 
bands up to his knees, and his head, in lieu of hat, or bon- 
net, being solely garnished by a clotted mass of thick red 
hair, rolled up tightly on the crown, and fastened with a 
catgut tie. Stuck in his belt was a long-bladed knife, with 
a stag's-horn handle. He carried in his hand a weapon 
called in these times a torquoiscy a simple club, converted 
into a formidable mace, by the addition of eight or ten iron 
spikes projecting all round its thickest end. The face of 
this man expressed a brute energy almosj; ferocious, and 
its deep lines proclaimed him half a century old. His 
small grey eye sparkled beneath a pair of bushy red eye- 
brows, by which they were half hidden, and more than 
one scar added new fierceness to his ungainly aspect His 
left hand held the forelegs of the wounded and still strug- 
gling deer, which he had slung across his shoulders, and 
whose blood trickled down his arm from the wound in 
which Jacqueline's arrow was still fixed. A dog of im- 
mense size and savage mien, whose gray hair, tinged at 
the roots with red (the effect of the extravasaied blood 
forced out by violent exercise,) announced him to be of the 
real Pomeranian breed, trod close in his master's track. 
Unheld by leash or collar, he never attempted to run 
abroad; yet his snarling look and bristling back showed 
the fierce passion which urged him to make war upon his 
less ferocious fellow-brutes. 

" In God's truth, countess," said Glocester, as he sur- 
veyed the strangers, "yon giant with your brocket on his 
back, is not a bad copy of the Faunus and his kid ia th^ 
statue gallery of the Louvre." 
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" Yes, and methinks his companion might have stood as 
a copy of the Acteon, which fills the opposite niche," re- 
phed Jacqueline, gazing on the young man. 

"'Fore George, he is a comely youth. But how is it, 
my Lord of Utrecht, that you let armed archers and mace- 
men traverse your domains ? The forest laws of Drent are 
indeed lax, if pillers and poachers may roam into the very 
pathway of their Count. I'll question them. Halloa, 
good fellows !" continued Glocester, riding forward, " by 
what right do you pace these forests, bow in hand, and 
seize the deer of the Count Bishop, your liege lord ?" 

" As for the deer," replied the younger of the strangers, 
in better^French and with a purer accent than the duke him- 
self, "we picked it up wounded just now, and brought it 
in courtesy towards the sovind of the hunting-horns. For 
the rest, we are now, as well as you, on the territory of 
Friesland, and you may know that it is the right of all 
free Frisons to carry aims when and where they please " 

" For the love of our Lady," whispered the bishop ; in 
considerable trepidation, " have nothing more to do with 
them ! they are a race of men, or demons rather, who have 
killed more Counts of Holland, and have taken more Bi- 
shop's of Utretcht than I have hairs on my head !" 

" We shall see if they will not treat me better," said the 
haughty prince pressing forward. But the bishop caught 
his arm, and with an almost stifled voice, continued — 

" For my sake, most potential protector, if not for the 
Virgin's, let them pass on! Oh, if I should be known to 
them, ruin may follow your imprudence. Duke! Duke! 
stand fast 1 It was on these very grounds that Florent the 
Second was murdered by Gambala, the free Frison !" 

" Let me on towards the menacing hinds !" cried Glo- 
cester. " Down your arms, outlaws !" and with the words 
he placed his hand on the dagger, his only weapon, and 
urged on his horse. The giant, for so he might truly be dis- 
tinguished, immediately placed himself before his young 
companion, flung his dying ))urthen from his shoulders on 
the earth, and his rapid and piercing glance seemed to fly 
from the end of his mace to the duke's head, as if he mea- 
sured the exact distance which the death-stroke would re- 
quire. 

" You are a dead man, if you advance, and Qur cause 
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Utterly lost!" exclaimed the bishop, seizing the reins of 
Glocester^s horse and turning round his head. Then ad- 
dressing the giant, he anxiously said, in the low German 
jargon, — "Mj'' worthy, my gentle friend, do I not know 
you ? Have we not met before ?" 

" That may be, for I have been in many a fight, as you 
may read in my face," gruffly answered the man. 

" And your name, kind comrade ?" 

" Oost, the dyke-digger." 

"And mine? — ^you remember mine, don't you, my brave 
Oost !" 

" I know nothing of you, and care less." 

"Praise to St. Willebrod! — the wretch!" muttered the 
re-assured bishop, turning round towards Glocester, who 
had been held in* check by the persuasions of Jacqueline. 

" And you, young gentleman," said the prelate again, 
but in French, "methinks your face is familiar to me. 
You are of Amersfoot, Gauda, or Whecht, eh? — You have 
seen me ere now, have you not ?" 

"Nor you, nor any of your company — neither am I of 
the town you mention." 

" And where do you come from — where are you going ?" 

" We follow our sport in the forest, nor hold ourselves 
bound to answer inquiries as to whence we come or where 
we go." 

" The Holy Virgin be your speed wherever you go, so 
it be not on our path I o^n, on, my good youth-r— -pursue 
your sport, and take your own way. Come along, Ma- 
dame, come along your — highness!" continued the bi- 
shop, the last word in a whisper the very nadir to the title. 

Glocester, however, gave little heed to these dissuasions. 
His choler, fiercely excited, seemed only to be appeased by 
the punishment of the daring outlaws, as he conceived the 
strangers to be. 

"By God's grace!" cried he, "I cannot suflTer this in- 
dignity. To be bearded by unmannered loons ! Bring up 
yon ^lubberly halberdiers and seize these fellows 1 Have 
you no summary court of Swainmote here to try and hang 
them on the nearest tree ? Secure them, bishop, at least, 
and bear them ofi^ before they escape into the thicket 
again !" 
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" For the love of Christ do not call me bishop ! — speak 
lower, or let me be burgher, or master, or any meaner ti- 
tle," whispered the prelate, while Jacquehne said aloud — 

" Nay, you have not much cause to think those men 
imagine flight. They stand with the sturdy air of honest 
independence, and it were shame to harm them. They 
may, too, be friends of my cause." 

"Oh! were we sure of that," said the bishop, "there 
would be no objection at all to carrying them o^ and 
punishing them for his highnesses pleasure. But it is ten 
to one that every Prison is your foe — and most sure they 
are all mine. Therefore we must treat them civilly and 
discreetly — so prithee, noble duke, let them pass on their 
way, nor risk a riot. They may be backed by others, as 
I much suspect from their bold bearing." . 

"Whither go you, young Sir?" asked Jacqueline, in a 
gentle tone. 

" That question I have already declined answering," re- 
plied the stranger, taking off his hat for the first time du- 
ring the parley, and showing his fine forehead ^nd counte- 
nance to the greatest advantage. 

" Your course seems bent towards Zealand. * Party feuds 
run high in these divided countries, and I would fain know 
to which side you belong — ^you wear no badge." 

" I would 'not have one seen;" rejoined the youth, "yet 
I might be proud, fair lady, to bear that which should dis- 
tinguish your friends and followers." 

" Courteously spoken, by St. Paul ! and with all the 
air and tone of gentle blood," said Glocestcr, who had 
been completely cooled by the bishop's amusing logic, at 
which he, Fitz-walter and Van Monfoort had heartily 
laughed, while Jacqueline had addressed the young man. 

" I prithee speak him fair," said she again to Gloces- 
ter. " Benina, is he not a noble looking youth ?" she con- 
tinued, while the Duke approached him. 

"Princely!" said the maid of honour. "St. Mary 
grant that he may be a Hoek !" 

" I never before felt the harshness of this by-word of 
our cause — ^it suits well with the Lion of Hoek, or many 
another parti;zan, but sounds odious to designate a being 
ike him," said Jacqueline. 
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" Would you he were then a Kabblejan?" 

" Ah, dear Benina, name it not even in jest ! — Hush ! he 
answers the duke." 

" Why should I not, Sir, if concealment serve my pur- 
pose? You and your coippany are all, like myself, in 
plain unliveried suits — ^yet I draw no inference to your dis- 
favour," replied the young man, to Glocester*s reproach 
that he seemed to court secresy. 

" Ah I Fitzwalter," said the latter apart, " is it not too 
bad to be thus twitted, and with truth, at this game of hide 
and seek ? Is it meet that I dare not muster my blue-coat- 
ed servitors even as when I drove old Winchester and his 
tawny backed varlets into the Tower ? You speak with 
prompt and pertinent remark," resumed he to the young 
man ; " let us at least know whom we have conversed with 
— what is your name ?" 

" Sir, I have yet no name — although I bear my father's. 
But of my own I have yet to earn the title : and when & 
fit day comdf I will not shrink from proclaiming it, to any 
who dares to question me." 

"'Sdeath, Fitz- waiter, is it not hard that I may not throv 
^y gage to this bold boy?" 

"Your highness needs not such dishonour; he shall 
have mine. There, my young Sir, I fling you my defi- 
ance; and tell you that if occasion ever offers I will pluck 
your secret from your very heart, if your lips refuse to re- 
veal it." "^ 

The young man calmly took up the glove which Fitz- 
walter had dashed on the ground ; and drawing off one of 
his own, he threw it with less violence close by the feet of 
the challenger's horse. 

" So far, Sir, we are on equal terms," said he. " I can- 
not ask a name while I am not free to give my own. But 
know you, you have not to deal with an ignoble man, nojr 
one that may not make you eat your boasting words, as^ 
by the Virgin and my Lord St. Andrew, I here pledge my- 
self to do, and to dye that faded favour in your best bloody 
if ever we meet in opfen lists or fair-fought field I" 

"Enough said! It is a wager of battle — I witness the 
pledge, and offer myself for umpire," said Glocester, 

" Would that the day were come, to be honoured by such 
a judge !" exclaimed Fitz-walter. 

Vol. I. 4 



Digitized 



by Google 



32 JACQUELINS OF HOLLAND. -^ 

" Day and judge are to me alike indifferent," haughtily 
observed the stranger. 

"What an insolent rapscallion !" muttered the bishop. 

" I like him not the worse — they were my own words in 
reply to Philip of Burgundy' s challenge," said Glocester. 

" Well, well, my fine fellows," cried the bishop, " ye may 
now follow your course ; and may God have you in his 
keeping, young man, to prepare you for the lance and bat- 
tle axe of this right worthy gentleman !" 

The stranger proudly moved on, followed by his stern 
companion ; and as he passed by Jacqueline, he again doffed 
his bonnet, and made a low obeisance Xo her ai^d Benina. 

"I cannot let him depart in this ungracious way," said 
the countess; "Sir, let me thank your courtesy in having 
restored the quarry, which but for you were lost to us. 
Should we meet again, remember I am your debtor ; and 
may St. Michael be your shield, when you redeem your 
pledge with yon redoubted knight I" 

"An angel could not guard me better than such a prayer, 
hovering 'twixt me and Heaven." 

. "On, on to the forest depths! The day is going fast, 
and these hounds may mend their manners as the game is 
stirred," cried Glocester, urging away Jacquehne, who 
prepared to follow his summons, and gracefully bowing, 
turned her horse from the young man^s side. But he, re- 
spectfully stepping before the paltry's head, begged her to 
pardon his freedom in warning her of danger on the course 
they seem bent on following. 

" What, is there then indeed loose company in the forest? 
St. Willebrod protect us! I thought so— I thought so — 
let's retire to the Doats and sail away," cried the bishop. 

"Is that the threatened danger?" asked Jacqueline 
calmly. 

"No, Madam — at least not to my knowing," replied 
the stranger, with a tone of offended pride. "But these 
gentlemen are little cognoscent of the forest, if they know 
not, that in this month of September, the straggling rem- 
nants of the Orox and Bonassus herds, come down in this 
very track to the sea-side, raging and furious." 

" Holy martyrs ! it is too true. This must be the very 
district called the wild-bull-chase — Is it so?" exclaimed the 
prelate, perturbedly. 
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" It is," said the young man, " and hark I may St. An- 
drew be my hold, if I hear not the snorting of the monster 
even now ! Oost, heard you that?" 

To this latter question in the dialBct of Friesland the 
giant only answered by grasping thejnoung man's waist, and 
forcibly lifting him behind a thick clump of twisted oak 
roots, which presented the appearance of a natural redoubt. 
He then loosened \x[s knife in his belt, but without drawing 
it, and grasping his mace in both hands he stood prepared, 
with that pale but stern anxiety which marks the face of 
the intrepid man, who knows his peril but fears it not. At 
the same instant; the horses and dogs, every one, startled 
and trembled, in the instinct of brute alarm. The very 
deer that lay on the ground in the last gasp of death, made 
a struggling effort to rise, and expired with a shudder of 
fear. In the next moment a roar of terrible depth resound- 
ed through the forest, and the monster which sent it forth 
appeared close to the group, crashing through branch and 
briar, with an air of savage majesty at once appalling 
and sublime. His height and bulk were enormous, double 
that of an ordinary sized bull ; he was jet black, with the 
exception of a broad stripe of white running along his 
back, as was visible while he stooped his huge head to the 
earth, butting against it, and tearing it up furiously with 
his short thick horns ; while his eyes gleamed hke fire-balls 
imder the tuft of hair, curling garland4ike on his front;' 
and he lashed his long tail and shook his mane, that hung 
full six feet from his neck and swept the ground. 

"Fly, fly!" cried the young stranger, as he drew his 
sword, and stood in the shelter of the trees; but his warn- 
ing was not wanting to most of the party, and came too 
late to the rest. The huntsmen, acquainted with the ter- 
rible voice of the orox, ran in every direction, or climbed 
the nearest trees, even before he appeared ; the dogs dis- . 
persed, yelping from fright, with the exception of that be- 
longing to the dyke-digger, which stood close to its master, 
with trembling joints, but bristling hair, displaying, nearly 
as he did, a mixture of terror, subdued by resolution. The 
horses, one and all, reared up, bounded, wheeled, and at- 
tempted to gallop oflf; several of them succeeded in the 
attempt. That which was mounted by Benina, received 
ample aid from its terrified rider, who ga^ a loose rein 
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and urged it to its utmost speed. Glocester^s pony and 
Fitz-walter's, stout, sturdy, and hard-mouthed beasts, com- 
pletely mastered their riders, and carried them in different 
directions into the thicket. The hardy Van Monfoort, 
who was on foot, at the first alarm abandoned his horse, 
stepped up beside Jacqueline, and aided her in holding in 
her restive palfrey, but not with sufficient steadiness to en- 
able her to dismount. The bishop, at the first curvet of 
his agitated garron, was flung sprawling into a tuft of 
blackberries, and his face and hands soon streamed with 
the mingled juice of the crushed fruit and his own blood, 
which the thorns profusely shed as he rolled himself deeper 
and deeper in the covering of the briars. 
• The first victim to the fury of the orox was an unlucky 
pricker, who slipping from the branch which he grasped, 
in an effort to mount an oak, fell to the earth, and was in 
a moment lifted on the fierce animal's horns, and tossed 
bleeding and breathless to a distance of several yards ; the 
prostrate ecclesiastic was the next object of attack. The 
monster bounded towards him with roars of increasing 
fury, mingled with which were the shouts of the observ- 
ers, who thus hoped to distract his attention from the 
shrieking priest. As he sprang forward, a tree of full fifty 
years' growth met his career ; he struck it with his broad 
fronts and shivered it like a splintered lance ; it fell right 
over, the bishop's otherwise imperfect shelter, and by its 
shadowing branches saved him from destruction. 

Jzwqueline was now on the ground, and while Van 

Sfonfoort held the curb of the almost frantic horse with - 
oth hands, as a final means of turning the wild bull's 
rage, she placed an arrow in her bow, and (with a courage, 
which on many as great a trial proved her one of the brav- 
est of women) she scorned, or perhaps saw the hopelessness 
of flight, and discharged the weapon with a steady hand ; 
it struck the animal closq to one eye, and broke against 
the bone. Irritated by the obstacles which kept him from 
the bishop, and inflamed by the smart of the wound, his 
long beard was now white with foam, and he darted with 
a tiger-spring full against the spot where the countess and 
Van Monfoort stood. The horse, which the latter still 
held, now burst from his grasp, and in a desperate plunge 
for escape, fell on his kneea over the branches of the broken 
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tree. The orox almost instantly transfixed him to the 
earth, and then gored him in a shocking manner^ as he 
lay gtoaning and snorting with agony and fright. At 
this moment the young stranger, who, during the brief 
space occupied by the appalling scene had been held in his 
giant companion's grasp, succeeded in breaking from it, 
and sprang to Jacqueline's side. Spurning all false deli- 
cacy or forced reserve, he caught her in one arm, and made 
an attempt to bear her away towards the clump whence 
Oost had followed him, while Van Monfoort, with more 
respect, but equal valour, covered their retreat, and stepped 
backwards after them, his huge two-handled sword pointed 
towards the pursuing orox. The young stranger, whose 
keen eye looked around at every step, saw now there was 
more danger in an attempted retreat than a desperate de- 
fence. He, therefore, turned again, and placed himself 
beside Van Monfoort, calling out to him to stand firm. 
The intrepid Lud wick stopped short, and answered by a 
cheeHTig word. Oost stepped up a little, inclining in front 
of his companion, the dog flanking both. Jacqueline 
might have now fled with a fair chance of safety from be- 
hind this living rampart ; but, from what occult sentiment 
or sympathy, we pretend not to decide, she stood still, en- 
circled by the young stranger's arm, and seemed satisfied 
to share the peril which he had rushed into for her sake. 

As the orox plunged towards them, with horns and 
visage streaming in the gore of the torn horse, Van Mon- 
foort and the stranger opposed their swords' points to his 
broad front, and in the same instant Oost dealt him a terri- 
fic blow on the head with his mace. He ipight as well 
have struck against a rock ; the iron points pierced, and 
perhaps splintered the bone, but the monster never swerved. 
He, however, raised his neck and head for one instant to 
its utmost height, either from the effects of the stroke, or 
to gain a better aim for the fatal plunge which immediately 
followed directly at the stranger and Jacqueline, for they 
formed but one mark. Oost stepped another step forward, 
and threw himself before them ; there was but one blow 
between him and death. Stooping almost to the eanl\ 
against which the heavy head of his mace rested, he raised 
the weapon up with a fierce jerk in both hands, to the ele- 
vation of his own head, as he sprung erect to his full height 
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The descending muzzle of the brutes as it came down with 
an equal speed and tenfold force, caught the uprising blow. 
It was the vulnerable part, the spot held by Mother Na- 
ture^ as she plunged this monster and its kind in the ex- 
empting mould of its terrible strength. It reared up and 
tottered back ; in an instant the swords of Van Monfoort 
and the joung stranger were in its breast, and the more 
effective knife of the dyke-digger was deeply plunged into 
its throat ; his dog at the same time sprang at its lip, and, 
with the sagacious tenacity of its breed, held down the 
animal to the earth, on which it sunk in a flood of gore. 
A shout of triumph burst from Ihe victors, echoed by a 
scream from the bishop, who heid jtlst forced himself from . 
his place of safety, and began to fly, why or where he 
knew not But at this -new sound, which he could not 
imagine aught but the monster's roar, he flung himself 
prostrate again, and would willingly, like the ostrich, have 
plunged his head into the earth. 

The busy group of combatants saw that the business 
was over. Jacqueline, too,, knew that the danger was es- 
caped. Compassion was her first feeling. 

"Fly, fly. Van Monfoort, and succour the huntsman, if he 
yet live!" said she. 

Her next impulse was gratitude. She hastily Untied the 
girdle from her waist, and turning to the young stran- 
ger, who left the completion of the butcher's work to his 
companion, slie said, with brimming eyes and a trembling 
voice, 

"Take this, wear it for the sake of her whom you have 
saved. Ask not who I am, but if the day ever comes when 
you discover it, remember that I shall value this as one of 
file brightest in a whole life of misfortune 1" 

"Beautiful and generous* woman," cried the stranger, 
" I do not merit this ; nor dare I accept a gift, lavished on 
one who may not venture to declare even his name." 

" Keep it, keep it — my heart vouches for your nobility — 
quick, put it up ! they come 1" 

The young man hastily tore open his vest and thrust into 
his bosom the girdle, much more precious from the manner 
of the donor, than from the intrinsic value of the embroider- 
ed silk and the diamond aigrette by which it was adorned. 
But Jacqueline, whose eyes followed the movement, felt a 
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thrill of disappointment and regret, at discovering on the 
breast of the stranger's inner doublet, the broad red cross of 
St. Andrew — ^the badge of the followers of Burgundy ! — 
She would have given worlds to have recalled her gifv — 
It was too late. Van Monfoort and the bishop, with the 
wounded huntsman, were close by, and Glocestet and 
Fitz-walter near in sight, the one having mastered and the 
other abandoned his horse. 

The scattered elements of the late confusion now soon 
gathered round; and last of all came Benina Beyling, 
having recovered from the alarm which led to the aban* 
donment of her noble mistress ; and conducted by Gyles 
Postel, Van Monfoort' s squire, who had joined her from 
the tent where he had been left, to prepare refreshments for 
the rest of the party. When she reached the spot of action 
she found Jacqueline standing with the Duke and Lord 
Fitz-walter, the two latter busied in excuses for their invo- 
luntary evasion of the peril, and in lamentations for her 
slaughtered palfrey ; to none of which she seemed to pay 
much attention, being more engaged in inquiring after the 
hurts of the wounded man. Van Monfoort was employed 
in examining the reeking carcase of the slain orox, while 
the bishop, after having wiped his face into a most san- 
guine exhibition, was in close conversation with Oost, who 
was occupied in cutting off one of the horns, the other be- 
ing already stuck in his belt. The young stranger waa 
removing the blood from his sword, with an apparent in- 
tensity *worthy of a blade-polisher of Dinant or Liege ; but 
Benina, who had a sharp eye in matters of feeling, thought 
she discovered a depth of expression in his face beyond the • 
purpose to which he seemed so devoted. 

To the Bishop's urgent entreaties that the dyke-digger 
would give him or sell him the orox horns, he received a 
brief and positive refusal. But when he at last appealed to 
the young stranger to persuade his follower to compliance, 
the request was compromised by Oost ceding one of his 
trophies. The other he handed over to his companion, 
with some solemn form of words, not comprehended by the 
rest of the party, but which the latter explained to the in- 
quisitive prelate to be a rude invocation on presenting a 
drinking horn, as old as the early Barbarians, who had 
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peopled these wild districts. The bishop, though but half 
satisfied, pulled from his girdle the leathern purse, which 
he had not lost in his late mishap, and offered some pieces 
of money to the dyke-digger, which the latter refused with 
an expression of savage scorn in his looks, and turned 
away as if he escaped from an insult. 

A very few minutes more sufficed to finish the scene. — 
The strangers took their leave and departed; Lud wick 
Van Monfoort having exchanged a cordial grasp of the 
hand with each of his late comrades in the common dan- 
ger. The Englishmen gave cold and haughty salutations. 
Benina smiled kindly on the young man ; who was how- 
ever astonished, hurt, and for a moment grieved, to see an 
expression of reserve, and almost he thought of resentment, 
on the beautiful countenance of her who had a few mi- 
nutes before rewarded and thanked him as the preserver of 
her life. He felt, however, that he had then no possible 
means of exploring the mystery that surrounded her and 
her feelings; and he took his way towards the southern 
border of the forest, close followed by his huge attendant, 
and the dog, who threw many a longing look backwardat 
the dead monster, as though he had not quite glutted his 
enmity. 

The rest of the party did not remain long behind. A 
proposal of adjciirnment to the teqiiwas quickly acted on ; 
and a repast was soon laid out of materials brought the pre- 
vious night, in the boats which had conveyed Jacqueline, 
the bishop, and their little suiie. 

The w;ounded huntsman was now placed on board, to- 
gether with the dead deer, which was proved to be a three 
year old, or brocket, establishing at once the quickness of 
Glocester's eye, and disproving the bishop's surmise, of 
Fitz-waltei-'s sneaking subserviency. The skin of the orox 
and other records of the exploit, were also carried away; 
and the bishop boasted of the whole, and displayed the tri- 
bute horn which he destined for the^einperor, with as much 
exultation as if he had really "believed himself the chief 
hero of the day. 

After a short discussion, Glocester set sail with Van 
Monfoort, in the skiff belonging to the latter, for his castle 
in the little Island of Urk ; while the bishop, Jacqueline, 
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and their followers, embarked on their return to Amersfort, 
accompanied by Fitz- waiter, who was destined to take the 
command of the English troops, expected to land almost 
immediately in one of the islands of Zealand. 



CHAPTER V. 

To the general reader, not familiar with the epoch of our 
story, a brief sketch of its history may be acceptable, in as 
far as it concerns the personages already introduced, or 
about to be offered to notice. 

At that time, the first half of the 15th century, the pow- 
er of the house of Burgundy was in rapid rise to the do- 
minion which under Philip, surnamed " The Good," it ac 
quired, and for a period of fifty years maintained. This 
greatest of the dukes of his race or title was, at the date of 
the scenes recorded in the preceding chapters, in the prime 
of life and the full exercise of his vigorous ambition. He 
was a powerful and accomplished prince, a brave warrior, 
and a liberal patron of literature. Good fortune following, 
as it generally does, the march of cautious enterprise, seem- 
ed to take unusual pleasure in heaping its fayours on him ; 
but he, as is too often the case, abused his good luck by 
se^i^ral acts of injustice and tyranny. The chief of these 
— ^by no means marked by historians with its merited re- 
probation — was the ungenerous perseverance with which 
he pursued Jacqueline of Bavaria, Countess of Holland and 
Hainault, his cousin-german in a double degree; his mo- 
ther being sister to Jacqueline's father, Count William, and 
Jacqueline's mother. Marguerite, being sister to Philip's 
father, John Sanspeur, who was murdered in the year 1419, 
in the presence and by the authority of the dauphin of 
France, who succeeded to the title on the death of his eld- 
er brother, Jacqueline's first affianced husband, and became 
subsequently Charles VH. A just principle of filial ven- 
geance, which he however afterwards suppressed for the 
indulgence of more poHtic passions, kept Philip for jeverai 
years in fierce hostility with the new dauphin, and made 
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him at once the most powerful ally of England, and the 
deadliest enemy of France. In the wars of Henry V.j his 
fidelity to that monarch was unflinching ; nor had he yet 
swerved from that which he owed his infant son and suc- 
cessor who was represented in France by bis eldest uncle, 
the great Duke of Bedford, the Regent, at that time in the 
zenith of his fame for wisdom and valour, and unstained 

b y the disgrace of having consented to, if he did not origin- 
ate, the sacrifice of Joan of Arc, one of the truest heroines of 
histoty. 

Philip was now the sovereign of Burgundy, Flanders, 
Artois, and several minor possessions ; but his thirst for ag- 
grandisement made hjm resolute on obtaining not only the 
neighbouring duchies of Brabant and Hainault, but of ex- 
tending his territories by the conquest of Holland, Zealand, 
and all the tributary provinces which stretched up to the 
Northern Sea. The marriage of Jacqueline, their heredi- 
tary countess, with John of Brabant an imbecile boy, was 
highly favourable to his projects, as it was an assurance 
that no heirs were likely to arise between him and the 
heritage to which he was next in succession. He there- 

^ fore supported with his whole power the nominal husband 
against the ill-treated wife; and when, indignant at repeat- 
ed outrages, she fled to England for protection, and became 
aflianced to Humphrey of Glocester, (also known in his 
country's annals as the "good Duke,") Phihp supported 
John with a force too overwhelming to be resisted by the 
English prince, who, >fith his afiianced bride, was driven 
out of Hainault, she taking refuge in Holland, and he re- 
turning to the duties of his Protectorate at home. 

John the Pitiless, the secularized bishop of Liege, uncle 
to both Philip and Jacqueline, one of the worst men of 
days too fertile in vice, had previously commenced a war 
against her, founded on a shallow pretext, and had, as be- 
fore stated, defeated all her eflforts for the defence of her 
rights, chiefly through the aid of the feudal despots with 
whom Holland abounded, and whose admiration of Jac- 
queline's fine qualities was overcome by haired to her race, 
which had for several generations shown a rare and gene- 
rous sympathy with the people of the towns against the 
ennobled tyrants by whom they were oppressed. Jacque- 
line was forced to cede her rights to her atrocious uncle 
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for the period of his life; but its termination, shortly pre- 
vious to the opening of our story, reinstated her in the still 
imperfect possession of Jier inheritance. No doubt existed 
of the Bishop of Liege having died by poison ; and opinion 
loudly pronounced the niece he had so injured, to bathe 
instigator of the deed. A gentleman of Holland, named 
Van Vlyett, a partizan of Jacqueline, and one of the Hoeks, 
was tried in the summary fashion of the times, and executed 
for the imputed crime. Philip, who had succeeded by his 
uncle's will to the territories of Liege and other states, was 
not accused of the deed, which benefited him as well as 
her on whom the suspicion fell. The secret of this was 
the prosperity of the one and the misfortunes of the other ; 
a rule which regulates through all the gradations of life 
and fortune, the praise or the obloquy of the world. Phi- 
lip, however, soon obtained from John of Brabant, his im- 
potent creature and cousin (for all the actors in this politi- 
cal drama were near relations,) a commission empowering 
him to occupy, as governor in his name, his wife's posses- 
sions; and it was in virtu© of this delegated authority that 
he now prepared to carry fire and sword into the last refuge 
which was left to our hapless but still undaunted heroine. 
To give a final sanction to his conduct, Philip had employ- 
ed his utmost influence with Martin V., the recognised 
pope, to refuse the divorce she solicited so urgently, and to 
annul the contract by which she had become affianced to 
Glocester. And to detach that intrepid but imprudent 
champion from her support, he had, with the assistance of 
the Duke of Britanny, gained considerable influence with 
the regent, who soon saw that Philip would sacrifice every 
feeling of friendship or fealty, in furtherance of his designs 
for still more general dominion. Hence the eflforts on the 
part of Bedford to conciliate Phihp, whose sister he had 
married, and to temper his brother's ardour, alluded to by 
Glocester in his conference with Jacqueline. 

Another means resorted to by Philip to paralyze Gloces- 
ter' s exertions, more it is likely from cunning than courage 
(of which, however, he had a large share,) was a challenge 
to sing^ combat, on the grounds of some dubious phrases 
reflecting on his veracity, in letters from the latter. The 
whple correspondence is preserved by the chroniclers, and 
it bears evidence to the talent of "the gt>od" dukes, in 
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maintaining their respective causes by the pen, and their 
readiness to defend them with the sword. Until the terms 
of the combat were finally arranged by a sort of general 
council, which, under Bedford's auspices, sat at Paris on 
the whole merits of the case, Glocester was, as he has told, 
prohibited from any personal efforts against his antagonist'^ 
cause or in Jacqueline's quarrel. He was supposed to be 
in England while he made his stolen visit, to explain his 
conduct and reassure the almost disconsolate countess ; and 
while Philip, on his part, was in reality making the most 
vigorous preparation for the invasion of her possessions, he 
kept up, in his castle of Hesdin in Picardy, a show of com- 
plete devotion to exercises fitting his coming duel, and to 
brilliant jousts and other sports, belonging more to chivalry 
than to actual war. * 

The affairs of France on the one hand, and the disputes 
in England between Glocester and the Bishop of Winches- 
ter on the other, gave Bedford enough of concern and em- 
ployment to prevent his interfering in the approaching 
contest between Jacqueline and Philip. To maintain the 
latter staunch to the English interests was the regent's 
chief object; and whatever his private sympathy might 
have been, his political regcurd was little likely to be excited 
for one whose unfortunate quarrel was shaking the very 
foundations of Philip's alliance, and involving all England 
in the peril she was about to incur. 

Jacqueline was therefore, with Glocester* s sole exception, 
unsupported by any foreign ally.' Her most influential 
domestic one was the bishop of Utrecht. He was forced 
into her quarrel by Philip's inveterate hostility to him, in 
consequence of his formerly opposing, from feelings of per- 
sonal pique, John the Pitiless, who had used his best efforts, 
but fruitlessly, to prevent Zweder's election to the see, 
when he was but I>ean of Osnaburg in Westphalia. Phi- 
lip vowed that he would dispossess Bishop Zweder, though 
the mitre should be placed on the poorest curate of Pries- 
land, and had spurned some cringing efforts towards sub- 
mission already offered by the prelate, who became also 
deeply compromised in a closer dispute with the insubordi- 
nate Chapter of Utrecht, which had gone so far as to 
threaten him \^ith expulsion, on learning his overtures so 
scornfully rejected by the duke. It was then that he im- 
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mediately turned round to Jacqueline's cause ; and, as has 
been seen, made it his own — as long as was convenient. 

Several of the other towns had with -great spirit espous- 
ed the quarrel of their persecuted countess, and embarked 
their very existence in the same venture. Amersfort was 
chosen by her as her residence and the seat of her little 
court ; where, aided by her mother, a woman of masculine 
mind and determined character, she endeavoured to organ- 
ize the efforts of her friends into some serious display of 
preparation for the struggle. One of her most active and 
most remarkable partizans was Rudolf Van Diepenholt, a 
man of good family, but merely an obscure canon, until 
he was fixed on by the people of Utrecht as a fit candi- 
date for jthe bishopric, of which they were resolved to de- 
prive tliQ^ present possessor. Others of Jacqiieline's sup- 
porters will appear incidentally during the progress of our 
story. 

The ancient -antipathies of the Hoeks and Kabblejaws 
had for the moment been agreed to be laid aside, at least as 
far as actual hostilities were a proof of hatred, A truce 
was established between them, and for a few short weeks 
no blood had been shed — a rare circumstance in the annals 
of a century---and the annual meeting for the exercise of 
archery, called Jayshooting, (from the appearance of the 
object aimed at,) was about to take place at Tergoes, in 
the island of South Be v eland, at which it was agreed to 
collect the sense, (so to call it,) of the conflicting facC* 
on the great question of sovereignty which now agil 
the country. 

These two factions, so often alluded to, had acquired 
their respective titles im a way highly characteristic of the 
rude times in which they flourished, and of the piscatory 
pursuits and habits of thought of the amphibious race to 
which they belonged. 

During the contests for power, about the year 1350, be- 
tween Marguerite of Bavaria, Countess of Holland, and 
her son William, grand-uncle to Jacqueline, some of their 
respective partizans, the most powerful men in the country, 
held a repast, at which a frivolous argument took place on 
the question, whether the Hoek (fishing hook) might be 
said to take the Kabblejaw (codfish,) or vice versa. A se- 
rious quarrel was the consequence of the dispute; the di" 
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ferent parties affixed on each other the words which fonfl- 
ed the matter of argument ; distinctive badges were assum- 
ed ; and the whole population, for full a century following^ 
was divided into two desperate political sects. 

It was thus that with all the barbarous hostility of old 
times, a vein of rude humour almost invariably mixed. Po- 
litical tiicknames owed their application to chance, or some 
association cdnnected with ridicule. Gueux, Roundhead, 
Tory, Whig, have no distinct signification as titles of pow- 
erful parties, and only give us notions of ignoble and vul- 
gar factions. Leaguer, Conventicler, and a few others, 
vaguely mark the purpose of their partizans, but carry no 
moral meaning with them. It was sufficient for- our forefa- 
thers thus to designate antagonist sects, and at most to fast- 
en on them some title of burlesque. The more impressive 
epithets by which men now distinguish their opponents 
(such as radicals, corruptiouists, ultras,) are among the 
proofs of a more regulated energy in the human mind, or 
at least a more serious spirit in their hatred. 

The chief leader of the Hoeks (who had all declar- 
ed for Jacqueline, and who may be called the liberal par- 
ty,) was Ludwick Van Monfoort, whom our readers alrea- 
dy know, a rough warrior and a bachelor, who, in his 
aversion to restraint, would not submit to even the silken 
chains of matrimony. The principal person on the oppo- 
site side was Floris Van Borselen, a married man, and the 
father of a family, who, like the rest of his party, was at 
once a slavish partizan of absolute right and tyrannical 
wrong, and in his domestic relations as thorough a despot 
as the master to whom he bent his knee. It is to the cas- 
tle of this chieftain, in the southern point of the island of 
South Beveland, that we must now conduct our readers, 
and introduce them to both it aiid its lord, on the third day 
following the occurrences in the Zevenvolden, which occu» 
pied our opening chapters. 

The castle of Eversdyke was a fair specimen of the 
structures which at that period abounded In the feudal ter- 
ritories of Holland, Zealand, and the neighbouring pro- 
vinces. It rose on the edge of the Hondt, or West Scheldt, 
•opposite to the coast of Eastern Flanders, The heach 
^id not in that part present the, at times, picturesque ob* 
ject of white and sun-gilt sand-hills. It was, like the 
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greater part pf tl^e coast of the island, composed of a bank 
of brown, orange)^ or red coloured earth, which protected 
the naked sii^fac^ of the polders* and formed the only 
rampart betw^n fi^ie sea and the rich pastures, and the 
flax plantation^ th4 staple produce of the island. Beyond 
this dyke, whiiE^ \yfas of moderate elevation, extended a 
rude pier formea of huge black stakes, intermixed with 
pieces of rock, against which the angry waves broke and 
foamed unceasingly. Protected by this pier were generally 
seen Ijring at anchor a few heavy and flat-bottomed ves- 
sels, suited to the navigation of the shallow seas of Zea- 
land. A large lock or basin completed this little harbour, 
and appeared intondcd for the occasional discharge of the 
waters from the }> 1 1 1 i 1 1 3 bey nd. 

Close to this kiiHin, so ^s to command the harbour, rose 
the square tower which composed the principal feature of 
the castle. It gradually decreased in breadth from the 
foundation to the roof, and this mode of architecture, 
adopted for the purpose of stiength, gave an air of greater 
height than the construction actually possessed. A narrow 
river bathed the base of tliia t-ower, wliioh was only to be 
approached by means of a woodca ilraw-bridge, so rapidly 
inclined that the part next^he e'iilice was full twenty feet 
higher than the opposite etid, a precaution common to those 
castles which were so fve<|iiently exposed to sudden attacks 
from the pirates who Liifcsted tlie coast. The lower parts 
of the tower contained ao window??, but were furnished 
with several narrow casements, whicii proved, that in case 
of siege it was destined for the reception of the cattle and 
provisions of the garrison, wlio kept their quarters higher 
up. The upper parts were irregularly furnished v/ith win* 
dows, great and small, and the building was crowned by 
a roof so pointed that the snows pf winter never found ii a 
resting place. 

The detached house, built of wopd and clay, at times 
inhabited by the chieftain, with the out-buildings close un- 
der the protection of the tower, showed nothing pecuUar; 
nor did even the village of Eversdyke, a few hundred 
^ards distant, on a somewhat sloping ground, a place of 

^ The technical Qame pf the loiy grounds immediately adjoining Ha^ 
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refuge, in case of inundation. The only striking objects 
around were the high signal masts called hakenen, on 
which the chieftains hung out their banjf^er,, when they took 
arms for the public cause, or in a pjdva^ quarrel. But 
this old custom was now beginning j£o fajl into decay, be- 
ing superseded by the establishment -of clicks, which call- 
ed the vassals to arms^ and one of which^hrust out its gro- 
tesquely ornamented dial just under the roof of the tower; 
some huge nests of storks hanging at the other side, an- 
nually enlarged in tlieir dimensions^ and constantly occu- 
pied from generation to generalioiv 

In one of the chosen chambers of this casile, Floris Van 
Borselen, its haughty master, and hig'lady-wife, who was by 
birth, education, and feelingj a Ffison, of noble, but we can 
scarcely say of gentle blood occupied iwo unwieldy 
chairs of grotesque and comforfl^ accomni'Ddation, which 
were placed close to one of t|i^>'liigh and narrow case- 
ments that opened to the weaiV^rd ; and they looked out 
over the rude outworks of the/ place^ and on the ocean, 
which spread, away to the not distant isle of Walcheren. 
But il was not on that ocean that their thoughts were 
fixed, nor did the littSc sldff wliich came dancing upon its 
waves from the main land w^ich lay opposite, form the 
subject of their conversation. I'hat turned on the probable 
fortunes of their eldest son, Vrankj who had been some years 
before launched on the wide ee^i of life, with prospects no 
doubt flattering, but on a voyage which experience told 
them was at the best exposed to difficulty and danger. 

"My good husband and gracious master," said the 
dame, " I do yet think, with all becoming deference to 
your wisdom, that no cause of misgiving, actually exists 
on that particular head. His letters, though few, are writ- 
ten in clear broad characters, and contain dutiful words for 
, you and me, and due phrases of affection for his sisters 
and brothers; and he seems to manage well the honourable 
recompense of his calling, and to understand the honour 
which it confers, and he always invokes his patron's pa- 
tron, my Lord St. Andrew, whom he has chosen, and 
whose badge he wears." 

"My good wife," said Van Borselen, with an expression 
which was meant for a smile, but was much more of a 
sneer, "what has all that to do with the subject of our 
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tinxiety? Can the broidered badge of St. Andrew protect 
while it covers a young man's heart? Or will his duty to 
father or mother save him from the perils of a lascivious 
■court, from the corruption that besets a traveller in strange 
countries, and the chance that he learns to forget, or what 
is worse, to despise his own?" 

" Nay, but our dear son Vrank— " 

^^ Is only a youth, and subject to youth's failings! That 
is my ready-made answer to your reasoning, wife. Seven 
years may have improved, but they have not been like tq 
change him." 

"Oh, 1 hope not !" said the partial mother. 

" Well — I hope not, too," rejoined the husband, who waa 
in a mood of unwonted mildness, "for when he left us he 
was a promising — a glorious boy, the pride of my heart, 
and Heaven grant he may yet prove the honour of our an* 
cient race !" 

"He will, he will I If ever youth came to grace and 
goodness, Vrank Van Borselen will — my dear, dear boy !" 
exclaimed the fond mother, wiping away tears of pride 
and joy, from cheeks that had furrows just deep enough to 
mark her on the imiddle road of life. 

" Still, my good Bona, my worthy helpmate," said the 
father, with a voice less and less harsh at every word, 
^Uhere was in his disposition a fearful leaning to tenderness 
of heart, that unmanly weakness which leads some dege- 
nerate boys to love, ay even to marry, women other than 
ihose their parents prescribe for their wives." 

" Oh, £dar nothing — ^" 

" I am not used to fear, good my wife ; but if ever a 
child of mine-^rif ever even Vrank should so forget his 
due obedience to me, I swear, as I am a gentleman and a 
Kabblejaw— " 

" Oh, my good master 1 do not swear, for i know your 
inflexible nature-^Oht do not suppose aught unworthj^ of 
4>ur favourite child." 

"Well, well, I will not swear-^yet ; nor imagine that 
worst of^l evil. But I wish, oh, how keenly 1 that this 
boy of ours was once again back among the rude virtues 
4)f his native land, and free from the blandishments of those 
southern climes, where our hardy plants are withered, and 
ihe fruit becomes rotten before it is well ripe. — ^What skiff 
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can that be bearing this way up against the breeze? It 
has no pennant that I can see— yet it ought to be my bro* 
ther James's too— Is it not? it stands over from Biervliet, 
and may bring news from Flanders. Would that it might 
tell me that young John Uterken is coming !" 

" Heaven forbid 1" exclaimed the wife^ " for then the war 
would be sure to begin again. Let us at least enjoy this 
little interval of quiet, and be content." 

" Content ! not I, by our Lady, till our foes are down, 
and that adulteress, that poisoner, that female firebrand, 
ca^t out from the country ! — Content ! while the white flag 
flies on my limits, while my banner is not hoisted on the 
bakaner, while Zegher of Hemsted rides on the same path 
with me, and I may not draw my sword, but must doff my 
bonnet to him and the like ! — Content ! But our meeting 
at Tergoes to-morrow will end this inglorious state of 
things, Uterken and his brave Flemings may arrive ere 
long, and the Kabblejaws once more throw up their grey 
caps for joy !" 

As the chieftain harshly uttered these words he stalked 
along the narrow chamber, as if every stride were to C£u:ry 
him closer to his foes, or farther from the galling durance 
of inaction. Some further conversation, if so it might be 
called, when more than nine-tenths of the talk was on one 
side, brought the unequal coUoquists not much nearer to 
an accordance of opinion. But the time it occupied allow- 
ed the skiff to approach very close to the beach which 
stretched under the castle ramparts. When Van Borselen 
had in some measure vented his stern humour, by bursts of 
declamation like those we have recorded, and which his 
wife attempted to soothe but could by no means control, he 
turned his attention again to the little vessel, now evidently 
steering for the rude pier, which afforded ample depth for 
small craft to run close under the mouths of the few cul- 
verins which garnished the rampart at its seaward face. 

"It is, it is my brother's boat," cried Van Borselen. 
" There flies his green pennon, with the three silver stars 
of the Borselens, at the mast-head — and, eh 1 What ! By 
St.- Peter and St. Paul, the red cross o( Burgundy on a 
white flag hangs out at the stem. This is good, this is 
good, this is good I The duke will not long tarry while 
his banner is in the wind. The skiff is nxooried*-^John 
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Uterken in his boat-cloak steps ashore.— Let us receive 
the brave youth becomingly. So, so !" 

With these words he reseated himself in his chair of 
state, and assumed a position as stiff and formal as it 
With back erect, feet firmly fixed, and arms in a line with 
those of the piece of furniture on which he evidently model- 
led his attitude, he looked as calm and stern as Dutch 
gravity and feudal pride prescribed, and immoveably 
awaited the entrance of the young man, who now stepped 
quickly on through the various approaches to the main 
body of the building. The movements of Vrowe Bona 
Van Borselen were always more rapid and detailed than 
those of her much older lord, even when going the same 
round of conduct, bearing to them about the proportion 
that the speed of the minute-hand did to that of the hour- 
hand on the dial of the castle clock. She therefore resum- 
ed possession of her oaken seat, with much quicker and 
more evident eflforts at preparation for a suitable carriage 
during the coming interview. She smoothed her kirtle of 
thick brown samyte down over her knees, leaving only 
just enough of her legs displayed to show the blue hose on 
her ancles and insteps, high upon which were the brass 
clasps of her untanned shoes. She next gave an additional 
pull to her girdle and fastened it into the buckle, advanced 
on her cheeks her plaited wimple of the fine and snow- 
white lawn called sendell, which was spun by her own 
maidens ; then settling on her shoulders her tippet, hand- 
somely embroidered in Ypres needlew(»k, she hemmed and 
coughed and made some swan-like movements with her 
k)ng neck, and finally adjusted herself in harmony with 
her husband*s attitude, to which hers formed a suitable 
parallel. They sat there statue-like for some minutes, 
without deranging by the interchange of a word or look 
the rigid dignity of feature and muscle ; though the quick- 
sounding steps, which echoed on th^ stone stairs and 
through the narrow corridor, proclaimed an unusual want 
of form in the visiter's approach. 

And in a few moments more the door of the chamber 
was fiung back on its clumsy hinges; and instead of dis- 
playing the formal figure of the armed pursuivant, or fat 
old chamberlain, who regularly announced all comers, and 
ushered them in between a file of serving men, the youth 
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who had made such short way from the skiff to the audi- 
ence-room, now stepped, or rather bounded forward, and 
advanced towards the stately couple, threw aside his cloak^ 
took off his bonnet, and dropped on one knee. The quick 
Bight of maternal love could not for a moment be dimmed 
by doubt. Vrowe Bona, forgetting every thing but the 
hearty-yearning which for seven long years had been 
drawing her insensibly to this happy moment, started from 
her seat, as though an ef^gy had sprung from its pedestal, 
and indiflferent to tippet, wimple, or kirtle, she threw her- 
Belf into the open arms of her son, and kissed him, hugged 
him, and cried over him, in all the grace of natural ill- 
breeding. 

Whether it is that a father's memory is not so prompt to 
recognise his child, or that the pride of a Zealand gentle* 
man and a Kabblejaw triumphed over the parent's feelings, 
Floris Van Borselen did not follow his wife's example, but 
eat still in "his arm chair, while she blubbered forth hci 
welcoming^, and stifled the replies that the affectionate 
youth in vain essayed to utter. During this struggle it 
was, however, evident that the chieftain knew his son, and 
that decorum held a terriWe tussle with delight. His body 
moved not, but bis knees shook, his hands convulsively 
grasped the arms of the chair, his mouth was drawn down, 
his lips quivered, his eyes winked, and his whole counte- 
nance displayed that ineffably ludicrous exj»ession which 
one sometimes sees in the weeping cherubs of a monument. 
Young Vrank saw his father's constrained emotion, and 
fiucceeded in approaching close enough to take the out« 
:Stretched hand, which, for all its nervous straining, trem» 
bled as the youth respectfully pressed it to his lips. But 
the mother never quitted her son, but clung to him at the 
X)iher side, and made him in fact, what a dutiful child 
morally is, the true link that joins its parents in a chain 
of love. 

At this moment «. perfect tumult was raised in the ante» 
chamber, and even at the very door of the sanctum^ whera 
no sounds but the naeasured accents of etiquette were ever 
before known to enter. A group of ifour or five children, 
i>oys and girls from the age of fifteen down to ten, had 
gathered in the corridor on hearing the arrival of theiy 
iongTwished for brother Vrank. Tbe ^yitors too, old (qV 
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lowers of the family, and more recent reinforcements to 
the household, who had all known or heard of their young 
lord's fine qualities, unable to resist the children's example, 
crowded after them and pressed forward ; while the old 
governess, in her sendell coif and black hood, and the older 
chamberlain with grey head and wide breeches, threw 
their bodies as a rampart between their lord's privacy and 
the boisterous intruders, and spread their arms across the 
door-way to block up the passage. 

"Let them all in, let them all in!" cried Floris Van 
Borselen, springing up on his feet and throwing his arms 
round his son's neck. "Let there be holiday and jubilee 
to all within sight of the weather-cock on the tower ! — 
Oh I" continued he, as the children and servants rushed 
in, jumping, shouting, laughing, and weeping for joy, 
" Oh, that I, too, could dance and cry !" • 

With the lightning's speed the joyous feeling ran through 
the castle. The rough watchman on the rampart, the 
guards at the gate, and the grooms in the court-yard, all 
caught the impulsion. The artillery sent out successive 
peals across the strait to the main-land beyond ; and the 
very ban-dogs in the fosse seemed to howl in a imison of 
fierce but thrilling welcome, such as the grey walls of 
Eversdyke had not rung with for years, 



CHAPTER Vt 

The scene just described will be evidence of the good 
reason which Vrank Van Borselen had to love and reve- 
rence his parents, who, let their peculiar dispositions be 
what they might, united much of that tenderness which 
was common to the unpolished but kindly people of Zea^ 
land. Vrank still remembered, In their fullest force, and 
was in a great degree ready to act on, the early notions of 
obedience which his fathers very name inspired ; nor had 
all the acquired polish of manner, which between six and 
seven years' service under the Duke of Burgundy had 
grafted oa his natural refinement of thought, weakeae4 
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the influence of the associations which attached him to 
the land of his early joiith. Yet he could not sympathize • 
with the rude prejudices of the country he now visited 
after so long an interval, even though his father was most 
deeply imbued with them. He considered the social state 
of the people as little removed from barbarism, and he 
looked on their savage and ignoble feuds as a perfect sole- 
cism, in aa age when chivalry flourished elsewhere, in all 
the seducing brilliancy of fierce, yet elegant warfare. He 
was revolted by the recollections which rushed upon him, 
as he approached his home, of that passive submission to 
the will of his parents relative to affairs which, according 
to his creed, ought to be of the heart ; and he felt that no- 
thing could ever induce him to submit to the right of dis- 
posal over his very person, which the worthy fathers of 
Zealand claimed from their children of either sex, as un- 
disturbedly as they enjoyed their hereditary fiefs. In 
short, Vrank Van Borselen was, in the halls of his ancient 
race, as much superior to the rude but honest beings around 
him, as he was in the courts of Burgundy, France, or 
Rome, to the libertine and unprincipled swarms which the 
strong heats of civilization are too sure to engender. He 
was a young man in advance of the times he lived in ; ia 
whom reason took the mastery of passion, while good taste 
at once subdued and strengthened the force of warm feel- 
ing. Even in those days of enterprise, and amidst men of 
the boldest daring, he held a high place, and was generally 
considered destined to do great things, not so much front 
his fine talents, evident as they were, as from a rare dis^ 
play of solid judgment capable of directing them in the 
right road. Philip of Burgundy, his lord by adoption, 
but to whom he was bound by no allegiance, beyond reci- 
procal services, held him in high esteem ; and had recently 
employed him in two missions, (on one, as a subordinate 
auxiliary, on the other, as an independent agent,) either of 
which many an older follower would have felt honoured 
by, and might have managed less ably. To render a suc- 
cinct account of these missions, the latter of which had 
finished with his delivery of a sealed missive to his father, 
was the duty which Vrank proceeded to perform, as soon 
as the first burst of welcome had subsided into a less tur- 
bulen^ delight, and ejre the evening ]repa3t was served up 
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itt the eating-hall to which they soon adjourned. ViTank 
took but Utile heed of the repast itself, beyond the mere 
indulgence of an excellent appetite. He saw that it was 
served without those strict forms of etiquette, to which he 
had been for some years accustomed, and also that the va- 
rious dishes of which it was composed, seemed but so many 
modified preparations of the two grand staples of Zealand 
cookery, fish and wild fowl. But he had for the last few 
weeks been daily recalled to the recollection of old tastes 
and customs, by displays nearly similar and always analo- 
gous to that which was now spread before him. 

"My precious boy," said the mother, following with 
anxious eyes every morsel that he lifted to his mouth, in 
the large pewter spoon, or on the sharp point of his clumsy 
knife, " it does me good to see thee eat. Look, my noble 
master and gracious husband, how our dear son relishes 
that mixture of chopped salmon and skelfish, and no won- 
der, for the juniper sauce might give vigour to the palled 
palate of a Middleburgh burgher. Change your young 
master's platter with a helping of yon wild duck, coddled 
in kelp," continued she, to the serving-wench who aided 
the cook and kitchen varlets, in their duty of not only 
dressing the meal but in serving it, as its various parts 
succeeded on the board. 

Floris Van Borselen, to allow his son free scope for eat« 
ing, had turned his eyes again on the despatch which 
Vrank had before read to him, his own ignorance of the 
French language making that an insurmountable task to 
himself; and deaf to his dame's observations, he pondered 
over the words which he could not decjrpher, and examin- 
ed the ducal seal of Burgundy, with a proud satisfaction 
at this proof of his being in actual and direct correspond- 
ence with one of the most potent sovereigns of Europe* 

"Now, my dear child," resumed Vrowe Bona, "put 
aside thy platter. I see the duck is too fishy for thy taste, 
and in truth till the frost sets in these birds have a sea- 
weed flavour ; but this larded curlieu stuffed with Picardy 
chestnuts, will please thee better — it has been four days 
steeped in vinegar, and is as tender as a Breda capon." 

" In very truth, my good mother," said Vrank, with ^ 
smile, " I can eat no more— all the dishes are excellent, 
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but I must now give over — ^you see my father has ended 
his repast, and I must continue the account of my travels." 

"Eat no more! Why child, what is come over thee? 
Thou canst not have lost thy native taste, nor expect 
French juncates or condiments on our truly national 
board I Neither thy father nor myself, Vrank, ever allow 
such pernicious adjuncts to our homely fare." 

" You do me wrong, dear mother, if you suspect me not 
to relish the good cheer you give me — but where have been 
your eyes ? There must be bounds to mortal ability ; I have 
made a most hearty meal." v 

^ " Alas ! Vrank, is this thy notion of a hearty meal ? Ah f 
much I fear me indeed that foreign customs have over-re- 
fined thy wholesome appetite. Why, the old curate of 
Oyenesse, who crossed from the main-land yesterday, and 
made his morning meal with us, ate to his own share a 
young turbot, two pickled plovers and mashed parsnips^ 
with the full hajf .of a broiled bittern, a wing of which 
would make moife than thy whole supper, and a slice of 
the red-rinded cheese of Edam — and good Father Sibrant 
is no great feeder neither." 

Vrank had nothing more to reply ; but his father now 
took lip his cause, and gave a new turn to the conversation. 

" In verity and fair argument, my good wife," said he, 
" it doth seem to me that Vrank has done due honour to 
the viands, and enough to prove himself a true and hearty 
Zealander. Press the boy no more — let him quaff ano^ 
ther horn of hydromel, and reserve his remaining powers for 
the crowning dish of our feast, the emblem of our cause, 
the type of our hopes. Ay ! for as sure as that royal kab- 
blejaw smokes on its platter, so sure shall we triumph over 
those rebellious Hoeks, whom to-morrow shall see put 
down for ever. Honour to thee, my Lord Kabblejaw, and 
great praise and prosperity to thy cause !" 

This last apostrophe, in a voice most seriously ludicrous^ 
was addressed to a huge cod-fish, which the head cook 
carried up in procession and placed on the table, while the 
attendant varlets and wenches solemnly followed, some 
with sauces, and others merely doing mute honour to the 
occasion. The fish had a wreath of flowers stuck with 
fikewers upon his head, and his tail was crisped and twist* 
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^i up by a string, fastened to the side fins, adding an air of 
pert stupidity to the straining eyes and wide spread mouth 
of the dead idol, to which many a living one might form 
^ parallel. 

Vrank could not resist a smile, though mixed with pain, 
at the gravity with which his really high-minded sire thus 
paid tribute to the degrading tyranny of party spirit.-^ 
Luckily for him his father did not observe the doubtful 
expression of his face ; and he did not dare to refuse par- 
taking of the venerated dish, nor fail to clear off a goblet 
in its honour, which ceremonies he well remembered were 
the tests of those political principles, of which Floris Van 
Borselen was now the leading champion. 

^' Let the board be cleared, and the second table furnish- 
ed," said the chieftain, in his usual tone of command; and 
his recovered air of rude dignity seemed now no longer to 
be broken by any intrusive weakness. He had partaken 
of the mystic emblem of his political faith; and his whole 
mind was suddenly turned into the broad but troubled 
channel of public affairs. His orders were immediately 
obeyed, by the removal of the several dishes, and the sup- 
ply of others of more solid substance, to the long stone 
table which stood at the farther end of the hall ; the upper, 
or place of honour, being 'by feudal usage elevated bj' seve- 
ral steps, and on occasions divided from the lower by a fold- 
ing screen. At present, this inferior compartment was 
filled by even more than the ordinary occupants of its 
table, many of the household being allowed by peculiar 
courtesy the great honour of feasting almost in the compgh 
ny, but certainly in the sight, of their lord. He and the 
members of his family, who had all, down to the young- 
est boy, been admitted to his table on this happy occasion, 
now soon retired. As they moved away, the respectful 
ardour of their servitors could no longer be restrained, but 
it burst forth in a loud shout, whose three-fold repetition 
made the bare walls ring, and shook many a cobweb on 
the smoke-dried beams which supported the unceiled roof 
of the hall. Among the loud voices which pitched their 
highest notes in this chorus, that of Oost the dyke-digger 
sounded pre-eminent, and many of his fellow choristers 
were forced to cease their cries and stop their ears, which 
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seemed literaUj split bj his hoarse yet piercing tones. It 
will be judged that due deference was paid to this unfre- 
quent but by no means unknown visitor at Eversdyke 
Castle, when it is told that he was foster-father to young 
Vrank, who had loeen born and nursed in the hardy cli- 
mate of Friesland, his mother's country. Oost* had been 
more than once employed as the agent of communications 
between his lord's possessions in that country and in Zea- 
land, and had now accompanied Vrank, as guide on the 
wild route where we first introduced them to our readers, 
and which it was intended he should soon retrace on a 
commission still more important. Leaving the wassailers 
to their coarse enjoyments, and taking leave for the night 
of the two blooming girls and three boys -who formed the 
junior members of the Borselen family, the father and 
mother, attended by Vrank, were soon again seated in the 
private saloon, or withdrawing-room. 

" So, my son, you have indeed commenced a brilliant 
career !" said Floris Van Borselen, exultingly, as he re- 
sumed his chair, Vrank standing respectfully beside him, 
and the mother discreetly retiring, though not quite out of 
ear-shot of a conversation too important for her to bear 
direct part in. 

" This truly is honour in a doiible degree ! Be proud of 
it, my boy, and know your place — and now answer me on 
one or two points still. When the good duke's ambassa- 
dors, to whom you acted as secretary, laboured so well 
with your aid to decide his Holiness to annul the mock 
contract with Glocester, did no one on his part back Jac- 
queline's prayer that it should be confirmed?" 

"My noble father, make me not vain or imperious of the 
distinction done to me by my princely patron. St. Andrew 
be my witness, I bear no arrogant notion of my own merit, 
but hold myself in all humility, as honoured far beyond my 
deserts. On the part of the Duke of Glocester — ^" 

" Vrank, this will never do you good ! The man who 
knows not his own merit can never make it felt by others. 
The higher you hold your head, the more will the vulgar 
crouch beneath your feet Stoop to their level, and they 
will try to trample on you straight." 

" I covet no triumph over tlie mean herd of men, my 
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father ; and perhaps did I toss my heq^d too high in life, I 
might miss my footing in its slippery paths, and stumble 
from my very attempts to soar." 

"Well, well, go on just now in your own track. We'll 
discuss this point anon. Continue your speech. The Duke 
of Glocester — " 

" Was represented by a single emissary at the papal 
ceUrt, a dark, mysterious man, who held no pomp nor ap- 
parel, but came, and staid, and went, in gloomy singleness. 
Yet it was said he had mighty influence over his holiness, 
and he at all times commanded his private ear. Never- 
theless, my gracious lords, our noble duke^s ambassadors 
received from the pontiff's own hands — I can ^ver it well, 
for I read, attested, and copied the document — ^a letter to 
the duke, assuring him that ere long a bull should issue, 
annulling Madam Jacqueline's contract with Glocester, and 
prohibiting her marriage with him, even should her lawful 
husband, John of Brabant, die before her." 

" As he most surely must; — for a life of debauchery, and 
a feeble frame like his, cannot last much longer. But who 
was this secret emissary that vainly strove to thwart thine 
and the lords ambassadors' good labours ? Some noble, or 
some proud knight, chosen by haughty Glocest^ for this 
mission?" 

"Not so, my father. He was a simple priest, untitled 
and unbeneficed even. Strange rumours were afloat as to 
his character and conduct. Report even said that the fierce 
lustre of his eye was lighted at unholy fires — that his 
cheeks caught their livid tinge from the poisonous vapours 
of forbidden works, from furnace and crucible — ^" 

"The Virgin and St. Philagon be my speed, Vrank, but 
thou makest my blood curdle and my flesh creep! Hark 
ye this, good wife ? And have I not right to dread the 
contact of foreign fellowship for this our boy? Heretics 
and sorcerers admitted even to the pontiff's privacy ! Pre- 
serve us. Heaven, from the like ! Let our cold clime keep 
the plague of southern corruption from us!" 

Vrowe Bona was content to remain silent, satisfied in 
her own mind that neither demon nor devil could have 
power over the virtue of her beloved son Vrank, but not 
caring to contest the point with her husband. Vrank, 
however; felt disposed to lessen his fotbef^ honour at his 
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communication) and remarked that the close confidence to 
which this English priest was admitted by the Pope was 
argument against the reports to his disfavour. 

" And even supposing them true " continued he, " it was 
still plainly proved that he had gained no power by magic 
or black arts over the pontiff's mind. For as he passed 
from the secret closet on the last morning of the mission, 
I marked him, while I and my lords the ambassadors 
waited in the ante-room, smile such a smile as a fiend 
might have worn. We all thought our labour lost, and 
that Jacqueline's cause had triumphed. But, to our great 
marvel, the next minute admitted us into the sacred pre- 
sence, and the important letter was delivered by his holi- 
ness himself into the ambassadors' hands." 

"Well, my boy," replied Floris, "that only proves what 
scripture says, as I am well assured by the Curate of 
Overnesse, that the pope is stronger than the devil ; and 
moreover that he outwitted the English conjurer, if such 
he was. And what became of him after?" 

" That r know not. We all of the embassy instantly 
departed, to convey the sacred missive to the duke at Hes- 
din, along with a duplicate for the Duke of Brabant at 
Brussels. And you may judge the joy with which the 
good Philip learned this issue to our important mission; 
for the Pope's decision relieves him from all fear of Jac- 
queline's being able to maintain her cause, and will force 
feer to break her lawless intercourse with Glocester." 

" And proud I am, as the duke is happy, my dear Vrank, 
thai you have contributed so greatly to luin the cause of 
that adulteress — to carry the point that will .drive her to 
submission and penance. The poisoner of her uncle! The 
• bane of our country ! Prosperity or peace can never smile 
on us till this new Jezebel is cast to the dogs." 

" Pardon me, my father, if I am bold in saying you take 
up this matter too warmly. I did my duty in labouring 
to do my good lord's bidding, but I have no virulent hatred 
to the Countess Jacqueline, for in the first place she is a 
woman — " 

** I am not so sure of that, Vrank. She may be a fiend, 
an incarnate devil in woman's shape." 
"My dear father!" 
*< Is she not an adulteress?" 
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. *' That at least proves h«r to be a woman." 

** Why, perhaps it does." 

" Then she is unfortunate, father." 

" What better luck could befall her ? Did she not poison 
her uncle, the count and bishop V 

" I never knew that it was proved*" 

" Was not Van Vloet hanged for it % and was he not a 
Hoek % . And is she not joined in a common interest with 
that hated faction ? Is not that proof of all and more than 
is laid to her charge? Does it not make your blood boil 
as it does mine, Vrank, the very mention of the foes of our 
race ? Are you not in heart and soul, for life and death, 
aKabblejaw?" 

"Father," said Vrank Borselen, in a tone of dignity that 
calmed for a time even the fierce heat of party spirit, " I 
am in heart and head, by feeling as well as duty, your son. 
Your cause is mine, and my life belongs to my country. 
I will uphold to my death the quarrel of my gracious lord 
of Burgundy against this usurping countess, because I be- 
lieve it just ; as I laboured against her intended marriage, 
because I thought it sinful. But I was not in the spirit of 
persecution. Her sex and her misfortunes claim my pity ; 
and as to those who have espoused her cause, I shall com^ 
bat them as enemies, but I cannot hate them as men." 

" Not hate the Hoeks ! Have pity for Jacqueline !" ex- 
claimed the father,' all his powers of endurance overcome 
by this climax of his son's degeneracy, "Saint Philagon, 
give me patience ! Is this a child of mine ! Is this Vrank 
Borselen? O shame, shame! Wife, Bona, Vrowe, come 
hither ! Come forward and look on this boy, and vouch to 
me that he is mine. By the blood of the Borselens I doubt 
it now! Not hate the Hoeks? Monstrous, monstrous! 
Hark ye, young Sir, jou must hate them, you shaMj or by 
St. Peter and St. Paul I cast you off for ever 1" 

" Oh, Vrank, Vrank, if your father awears, it must be sa 
Do, my dear boy, for the love of the Virgin, and of St. An- 
drew, your patron's patron, whose badge you wear, hate 
them cordially every one, man, woman, and child; hate 
them hke a good Kabblejaw and a pious Christian 1" 

" Christian or Turk, he shall hate them, abhor them, 
loathe^ them as I do, as my father, and my father's father 
did! 'Have we not for three generations followed them 

6* 
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with fire and sword? Have we ever served them in peace, 
or spared them in war? Have we not done them every 
wrong in the power of men to do ? -And, shall we not bate 
them ? Vrank Borselen, hearken to .me,, and bethink thee 
that your grandsire, and his sire, are listening tp my wosds. 
Be reasonable, do not embitter this happy, day by an obsti- 
nate prejudice ; remember the wisdom of your ancestors, 
and hate the Hoeks !" : ' . 

" And, dear Vrank, have no pity upon that wanton, who 
fled from her poor young husband, who was but a child in 
her hands, to the arms of a foreign paramour," added 
Vrowe Bona, with a supplicating tone. 

During these harangues the young man felt himself 
blush deeply for his prejudiced and ignorant parents. But 
he loved them not the less, and he was really sorry that an 
intemperate avowal of his tolerant feelings had caused 
them such evident pain, or disturbed the harmony of their 
previous sensations ; he therefore resolved to temporize with 
what he could not hope to conquer, and said — 

"My most honoured father, and you, good mother, be 
not offended at my speech, nor doubt my zeal because I 
did not well weigh the words that vouched for it. Be not 
too hasty with your son ; recollect I am but as a stranger 
in the land, and have forgotten much of its perhaps whole- 
some feelings. Give me but a little lime — ^let me but know 
the recent causes of enmity, and revive the recollection of 
old hatred to the foes 'of our house, and I warrant ye I 
shall not disgrace my name." 

*' Bravely spoken, Vrank!" said the father, grasping his 
eon's hand, " I knew thy blood would rise, and I con- 
demned thee hastily. Thou dost promise, then, to hate" — 

" I will do my best, father, to obey you in all things." 

"Ohl that is enough, my gracious husband; do not 
agitate him too much to-night, his precious brain requires 
nest !" exclaimed the mother. 

"Ay; and to-morrow, as we go along to Tergoes, he 
shall hear enough to rouse his fury to the fitting pitch, in 
which every true Kabblejaw should meet his deadly enemy." 

" But are we not now in truce with the Hoeks ? Is not to- 
morrow' s meeting one for the friendly exercise of the Ar- 
balette, and fair and peaceable discussion ?" asked the son. 

« Beshrew.me, Vrank, if thou be not still a child! St 
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Peter and St. Paul forbid that we should any of us meet 
a Hoek in friendship. It is a time of tnftje, no doubt; but 
such a truce as the lion and the tiger grant each other 
while they take breath to renew the tug for life or death. 
To-morrow shall tell thee, boy, how the gentlemen of 
South Beveland bide together in peace; and, perhaps, the 
next day may let you into the secret of their ways of war- 
fare. Ho, there !" and, as the chieftain struck his hand 
on the plain oak table, an attendant entered. 

" Tell Fritz Stoop Van Stitchel, the vesture-maker, to 
prepare instantly a Kabblejaw cap on the pattern of mine, 
and the fit of Mynheer Vrank's brown bonnet yonder, to 
be ready to-night for wear at dawn to-morrow." 

"May it please your nobleness, old Fritz is already 
drunk, with the mixture of beer and French stimulants 
served out to the household by yoyr worship's orders." 

" Let him get sober then directly, for by St. Paul, the 
cap.must be made to night," exclaimed Van Borselen. 

"Nay, father," said Vrank, "it may not be possible for 
the poor tailor to become sober at your command, though 
it was easy to get drunk by your permission." 

" Not possible ! What shall dare to be impossible, when 
I command it to be done in my own castle ? By our lady, 
Vrank, you forget yourself in more ways than one ! Let 
Stoop Van Stitchel make the cap, drunk or sober, or the 
point of his needle shall be blunt in comparison with my 
wrath. Away !" 

When the attendant withdrew, Vrank remonstrated 
against the necessity of his appearing at the meeting next 
morning with any badge except that of Burgundy, in 
whose service he was ; and, moreover, specially employed 
in it even then ; but the father had nearly relapsed into 
his intemperate mood at this apparent demur, and insisted 
so angrily that his son should be equipped in the distinc- 
tive cognizance of his hereditary sect, that he submitted 
with the best grace he could to what he considered a dis- 
grace of no common order. 

This point agreed to, he resumed the account of his 
journey into Friesland, whither he had been sent by Philip, 
immediately after he returned from Rome, to prepare such 
of the nobles there as were averse to the cause of Jacque- 
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line, for the duke's intended invasion of her states.* Vrank 
next recounted his homeward expedition through the 2je- 
venvolden, under the guardianship of Oost; their exploit 
against the Orox; their subsequent passage through the 
plains of Drent and Overyssel ; the picturesque route of 
guilders; their voyage down the Meuse, and final visit to 
James Borselen, the brother of Flofis, on the mainland of 
East Flanders, from whose castle near Biervliet, they had 
just come over with the news that the levies under John 
Uterken were on the point of embarking for Zealand, the 
precursors of Philip's own intended armament. 

But in all these communications Vrank said not one 
word of his encounter with the strange hunting party, nor 
his gage of combat with an unknown knight — and he 
half trembled, from old associations of boyish dread, at 
the possibility of betrajdng to his father, by word or look, 
a hint of his adventure with the beautiful huntress, whose 
gift he had from the moment he received it worn round his 
neck, and close over his heart. 

After many careful assiduities on the part of the good 
vrowe who herself prepared his night mixius or posset- 
drink of mulled Gascoigny, he took a dutiful farewell of 
both parents, received their double blessing, and retired to 
the chamber of honour, which had been hastily prepared 
for his accommodation. 



[CHAPTER. VIL 

The next morning the loud screaming of horns, and the 
roll of an ill-braced drum awoke Vrank from a sound sleep, 
and told him that preparations were making for departure 
for the meeting at Tergoes. He was soon equipped, in a 
suit more consistent with his rank in life than the one he 
wore on his journey through the Zevenvolden ; for he had 

* Friesland, at this epoch, had its factions as well as Holland and 
Zealand. The Sckieringers had taken part with John the Pitiless, and 
the Vetkoopers with Jacqueline. 
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sent forward a supply of clothes from the Duke's palace 
in Picardy, which had safely travelled through Flan- 
ders, with a caravan of merchandise consigned to his un- 
cle's care at Biervliet, and Vrank, with his usual accuracy, 
had managed to a day the time of his own and his ward- 
robe's simultaneous arrival. Nor must this be wondered 
at; for not only was the post at that period established in 
those parts of Europe, but the passage to and fro of car- 
riers 'and baggage-wagons throughout the rich and com- 
mercial states of Flanders, was performed with a despatch 
and regularity scarcely exceeded at the |)resent day. Vrank 
now abandoned the costume of Friesland, the adoption of 
which had been necessary during his mission to that coun- 
try, and he donned a far more elegant dress, but one pro- 
bably little more becoming to a face and figure so independ- 
ent of ornament, and which had shown off to such 
advantage the garments he now threw aside. On the 
present occasion he wore the gallant equipment suited to a 
nobleman of Burgundy, France, or Brabant, for at this 
period the distinctive marks of provincial costume were all 
merged in one style common to those countries. Vrank did 
not, however, display such a suit of splendid materials as 
he would have worn in the palaces of Dijon, Paris, Brus- 
sels, or Hesdin. . He had no wish to shock his father's 
'plainer taste, nor to excite the envy of those with whom 
he was about to associate. His only anxiety wa_s to wear 
what was at once becoming to his own person, and consist- 
ent with the princely service in which he was engaged. 
His mantle of dark-blue cloth was modestly lined with 
grey taffeta, and purfled with gris^ a costly but not showy 
trimming; his surcoat was bound with a plain silver^ 
wrought edging; his hose was not party-coloured, but of 
unpresuming white. In short, he bore none of those 
gaudy or garish links to which, however, on fit occasion 
he had not been averse. The broad red badge of Bur* 
gundy showed plain on his doublet, which his open surcoat 
now no longer concealed, and his gilt spurs on his brown- 
tanned boots bore evidence that he had gained the proudest 
distinction of chivalry. He soon girt his sword by his 
side, with a broad waist-belt of highly polished black 
leather, studded with silver points, to match the edging of 
his surgoat and the buttons of his doublet, And then, to 
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put the finish to his equipment^ and in his opinion to ruin 
the effect of the whole — he clapped on his head the import- 
ant grey cap-^clumsy, ill-fashioned, and worse fitting", 
with many a wry stitch, in the placing of which the 
drunken tailor had consumed several hours, and as many 
ounces of what learned clerks call " midnight oil." Below 
this obnoxious head-gear a profuse clustering of carefully 
combed and perfumed curls hung down, as was their wont, 
on the wearer's shoulders. But still as he looked on him- 
self in the little polished steel reflector, stuck with its rude 
oak frame-work in the wall, he was utterly dissatisfied 
with his appearance, and quite disgusted with the intole- 
rable cap, a just emblem, he thought, of the low, coarse, 
and senseless cause it tjrpified. Had he lived between 
three and four centuries later, he might have seen the most 
civihzed people in Europe, in imitation of ancient Rome, 
adopt a similar emblem — for a cause too holy to be de- 
graded by any badge, or ruined, however it was retarded, 
by its frantic disciples. 

"Ah!" thought Vrank Borselen, "if I might dare to 
wear round the rim of this vile bonnet the bright blue gir- 
dle that now encircles my neck, and let the brillis^nt aigrette 
that is on my bosom dangle on one side of my head, what 
a different air should I have to-day I how much mote ho- 
nourable would I hold my Kabblejaw cap than the most 
proud-plumed helm in Christendom ! — But hold ! am I not 
letting gallantry outrun calm sense and rational reflection? 
Is it meet that I rush headlong, like the impetuous herd of 
men, into a tangled forest of sentiment and passion, in 
which I may be wildered, and it may be, lost ? Is this 
becoming a prudent knight, one honoured with a sove- 
reign's confidence, and jealous of his own esteem? — Well 
reasoned, admirably argued, steady Vrank Borselen, as I 
am dubbed here at home, or Sir Francon the Wise, as they 
call me elsewhere I But what has reason or argument to 
do in this case 1 Can they stop the throbbing of my heart 
against this girdle, that holds me as in a spell? And what 
is this influence that has so fixed itself in my mind ? A 
woman, but once seen, and even then unknown ! Springs 
this deep sentiment from any fathomable source? Is it 
her beauty ? I have seen as beautiful. Her air of dignity, 
her tone of melancholy pride? Have I not known the no* 
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blest dames and damsels of Europe, and mixed with all 
varieties of the happy and the wretched ? No — it is that 
I did her service and that she was grateful, that I admired 
her and that she rejected not my homage. There is the 
spell that raises the spirit of love — Ha ! hold again, Sir 
Francon; Love! aha, beware thee of that elfin sprite, 
which hitherto thou hast held at nought! take heed of 
passion's pit-falls ! Am I not caught already?" 

While the youth thus soliloquized, he had inadvertently 
placed himself on a great iron-clasped chest, one of those 
double-purposed articles of furniture, which held the ward- 
robe and afforded seats for the tenants of the sleeping 
rooms of a Zealand castle, and those of other countries, to 
much later days. Totally forgetful of all external matters, 
and absorbed in reflection, he was deaf to the sounds of 
horn and drum, and the clamour and clatter which they 
had awakened. He had mechanically opened his doublet, 
and drawn forth the sparkling ends of the precious gift 
from the unknown lady of his incipient passion ; and as 
he gazed on it he continued his monologue. 

" Of what rare virtue is the simplest token from one we 
— are inclined to love ! How it recalls each movement, 
look, and word ; and keeps alive the pure flame of sentiment 
which she has lighted ! But how far more should I prize 
one phrase traced by the fair hand that placed this gift in 
mine — one document of thought, one record of the mind ! 
No, not all the ringlets that ever were shrined in brooch 
or woven in bracelet are worth one written word from those 

we love — ay, out with it, though there be magic in 

the sound ! And who may this enchantress be? who the 
mixed company that tended her so closely ! that fat old 
flatterer? — her father, no doubt. And the proud foreign- 
ers, for such they were? The haughty bully who so ques- 
tioned me? — perhaps her husband! Yes, yes, loo surely 
such, for his whole tone was that of legalized command. 
And my challenger? And that sturdy brigand-looking 
warrior with his red cap ? A Hollander he must be, and 
a Hoek — of course an enemy I Oh ! let me soon escape 
from these rude regions, where men are savages still — 
where I must meet perhaps to-day in bloody hatred, him 
by whose side I whilom braved a common danger, and 
whose hand X never grasped but onoe, and that in friend* 
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ship. But she — ^whose waist has been bound by this silken 
band — is this arm ever to clasp it more? — when may I 
meet her, and know for whose sake I wear this pledge ? 
I tremble to seek her, for an enemy she must be.— An ene- 
my! how foul a word for one so fair? Yes, the whole 
party must have been licensed in their sport by the Count 
Bishop of Drent and Utrecht. When they spoke together> 
I caught a mention of his name, and they seemed to stand 
upon his rights when they first challenged Oost and me. 
And as we coasted the Zuyder Zee, on our way southward, 
their boats stood for the main, right between Urk and 
Schokland. Some rich merchant, haply, from Amster- 
dam, with his daughters, an island chieftain, and two 
English visiters, to whom he gave a cast in the prelate's 
chace of the Zevenvolden. But could that face of dignity 
have sprung from servile trade? — That pensive grace be 
caught from vulgar commerce ? Heaven and St. Andrew 
guide me — I know not what to think, nor if I had not 
better forget it all — ^" 

"Why, Vrank, boy!" exclaimed Floris Van Borselen, 
giving a rude slap ofhis broad palm to his son's shoulder, 
which made him bound up as though his body were moved 
by a spring. "Why, what art thou doing? Dangling 
that gew-gaw like a fool of the town Gilden playing with 
his bauble and bells ! Five good minutes have I stood here 
watching at thy elbow, and thou heedest me no more than 
yonder signal-mast that stands out on the rampart." 

" Your pardon, father — my mind was — ^" 

"At the end of that tassel, was it not? Ah, Vrank! 
Vrank! this will never do! at least in Zealand, however it 
may suit the lazy ways of Burgundy and France. And, 
God's grace, what finery you have donned ; — how your 
hair stinks of rose-water and ambergris! — And, eh? what 
trimmings, what silks ! why it would puzzle a star-gazer 
from the topmost spire of Rotterdam to count the buttons 
of your doublet!" 

Vrank was relieved, by this coarse bantering and the 
grim smile that struggled through his father's beard, from 
the first alarm that his thoughts had been divined or that 
he had given unconscious utterance to them. He saw 
that old Floris was not after all displeased at the bravery 
he exclaimed against J and his modesty half guessed the 
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fact that his father saw himself, as it were, not unflatter* 
ingly reflected in the person of the son. . 

" My dear father," said he, returning the smile, and care- 
fully thrusting the aigrette and ribbon-ends into his doublet, 
*' I could not dress more plainly, in honour to his highness 
of Burgundy; and I^hope, in spite of your sarcasms, you 
do not think me a popinjay?" 

" Why, that badge does look well upon thy breast, and 
I love to see that rapier by thy side, and those brave spurs 
upon thy heels — ^but most of all, it cheers my heart to look 
at thy 'cap, Vrank ! Now, indeed, doth thy features wear 
the semblance of thy grandsire's !" 

" I hope. Sir, to emulate his virtues." 

" There is no fear for thee, my boy, if thou as cordially 
as he did, abhor the Hoeks. And so, at length I see thee 
in thy full honours — Sir Francon de Borsele, as the French 
chronicler calls thee, in this year's Titles of Chivalry, which 
hangs up in gilt and painted parchment under the Borse- 
len banner in the Armoury. And thy spurs were gained 
at that terrible battle of Crevant! Many a noble head 
was laid low that day, Vrank ?" 

" Yes, father, French, Scotch, aad Lombards, fell thick 
before our lances." 

''Poor fellows I all strangers to those who killed them! 
Ah, Vrank, war is a sad thing when it forces us to fight 
against men whose very names we know not — to gash 
with rapier or battle-axe faces quite new to us ! But it is 
glorious work to slaughter our own countrymen — real ene- 
mies — miscreants, whose features are as familiar to us as 
our sword-blade. Ah, how we thrust home when we pierce 
the heart that hates us and that we hate !" 

This eulogy on civil war, and the reasoning which sup- 
ported it, so contrary to the generous notions of chivalry, 
made Vrank Borselen shudder. His father did not suspect 
that emotion, for he could not comprehend its source. 

" My honoured sire," said the youth, "you must believe 
how truly 1 wish to square my opinion and my conduct by 
jour's. But such sentiments as these are, I confess it, 
somewhat foreign to those I have been brought up with. — 
Our princely EKike Philip, the great Bedford, and all the 
other models of our chivalry, hold civil war to be a barba^ 
roua evil, and <ev^ hold back the armed hand instead ^f 

Vol.! 7 
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tirging' it on against the breasts of fellow countrjmen, 
who, though differing from us in some shade of thought, 
or on sqpe point of local interest, have the same land to 
love, speak the same tongue, and most commonly de- 
scend from the same lAock in which our own blood has its 
source." 

" Vrank," cried the impatient chieftain, " I have listened 
to thee till my blood tingles at my finger's ends and throbs 
in my temples — I can bear no more I Thou art almost a 
ruined man — ^but I must snatch thee from thy perilous ca- 
reer of false opinion, and bring thee once more back to our 
right ways of thinking. Now is unfitting time to show 
thee thy folly — we must to horse — ^but bear this in mind, 
as the words of thy sire speaking the maxims of a glorious 
race of ancestonr: There is but one line of conduct right 
— at least for this country, and I know or care for no other 
— ^and that is lo stick 'firm to the Kabblejaw cause, and pur- 
sue with unflinching hatred the vile Hoeks — ^to show nei- 
ther pity nor mercy to them, sex, age, or condition ; and if by 
possible chance, in a moment of frenzy, or instigated by 
th( devil, thine own father should join .their ranks, to 
plunge thy rapies up to the very hilt in his heart, to spurn 
him to the earth, and trample him under thy feet — " 

"What, Sir! my own father — thee I my noble, my ho- 
noured, my beloved parent !" exclaimed Vrank, hoping to 
recall the rage-impelled chieftain to reason. 

"Ay, boy, me, me! Floris Van Borselen, who is — at 
least I honestly believe it — thy own sire. In such a case 
it is thy bounden duty to kill thy father, as in like case, so 
Heaven be my speed, I could have done by mine I" 

"But-^" 

" Not a word more, Vrank — not a word ! on thy duty I 
command thee to be silent ! Ah, my boy, much, much I 
fear me thy principles are loosened almost too much for 
remedy — ^but it shall not be my fault — I will do my duty ; 
—so, come away now, my boy," added he, with recovered 
serenity, but still with a tone of solemn anxiety springing 
from sorrow at his son's degeneracy, "our horses wait, and 
we shall be barely in time for the meeting. But hark 
awhile I What is that eflfeminate trinket that you have 
put up so carefully, but which you gazed on just now, like 
your lady-mother counting the beads of her rosary ?" 
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*^ Oh, nothing^, sir — a trifle, a token, a mere trinket, as 
jou call it." 

" 'Tis woman's gear, Vrank — I know it ; and your con- 
fusion confesses it." 

" Father, there is nought to be confused at, and little to 
confess. It is a keepsake from a friend." 

**'Tis well, boy, you made that pause, for had you said 
a mistress, by St. Peter and St. Paul i I had — ?* 

"Nay, father, don't give yourself the trouble to swear — 
I did not say a mistress, nor could I with truth, for I have 
none." 

" Vrank — thou art my child, every inch I I never had 
a mistress but the good vrowe thy mother, I never ran 
joust or tilt, nor carried the favour of woman on helm or 
shield. But in my youth, and in our native land here, men 
exchanged pledges of regard more worth than those; My 
good friend Oliver Peterkins, of ZuHc Zee, once gave me 
a steel gorget, and 1 gave him in turn my ten-inch, two- 
edged dagger ; and Simon Van Swigel, when I saved him 
at the fight of ZwoU, threw his iron chain belt round ny 
neck as a pledge of brotherhood. But your southern gal- 
liuits and galliards are not cast in such a mould, and silk- 
en band and filigree-work are now, mayhap, the fashion !" 

*^ Not among men, my father. But if a female be your 
friend—^' 

" St. Philagen forefend ! Oh, Vrank, if friendship takes 
that guise, 'tis like the devil in the skin of a snake !" 

" Yet methinkfl that friendship, to be truly worthy of the 
name, requires the softness of the one sex blended with the 
warmth of the other." 

"And a right slothful cloak 'twould make to wrap up 
manliness in. No, Vrank, no \ Women were meant for 
other uses than to make friends of them. But I have only 
now time to tell yoa to beware of them. And much it needs 
you to steel yourself, when you return, to the allurements 
of, the court. They creep ii^to a young man's bosom, 
Vrank, as cunningly as a Lombard's poniard into the cre- 
vices of his enemy's armour. There is poison and treachery 
in all they say or do ; in their nods and leers, their courte* 
sies and caperings^ their counter-smiles and dumb show I 
Beware of them, my boy I their bracelets and girdles, their 
^panglefif^ their embroidery, tiffanies, tinsels^ ruffii ^d n< 
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bandd — their crisped hair and painted faces!-— When they 
weep with one eye they can wink with another — ah, the 
crocodiles 1 they should be whipped and pilloried, or their 
daubed cheeks be stigmatized with the searing-ixon!-^ 
Much, much it grieves me to know that even in our good 
duke, you have a bad example on the score of these false 
syrens. There is scarce a bush from Dinant to Dijon out 
of which you might not beat a bastard of Burgundy's ; and 
they say sad things, Vrank, of his doings with that En- 
glish countess. Ah, my boy, take heed of them, but most of 
all beware the married ones ! You blush, my poor boy — 
'tis a sign of grace and virtue, Vrank, 1 like it at thy age. 
But enough of this — now let's away — ^we are too late al- 
ready l" 

When Vrank ai^d his father had affectionately embraced 
the vrowe, and the young branches of the family tree, and 
partaken of a hasty breakfast, they turned fairly out into 
the courtyard, mounted the horses which stood prepared, 
crossed the bridge already ipentioned, and set forward on 
their way, in due form of state. 

Four trumpeters on horseback opened the march. Next 
came six gentlemen whose lands depended on the fief of 
Eversdyke, fully armed, lances in rest, and each followed 
by their squires, a bowman and two varlets. To this ad- 
vanced guard succeeded the squire who' bore the furred 
mantle of honour of the chief Another carried the war- 
sword, five feet long, with a twisted blade, such as is re- 
presented in pictures as wielded by the archangel that 
guarded Paradise, Finally came the third squire, holding 
the plumed and jewelled hat of his noble master. After 
these three squires advanced Heer Borselen (an appella- 
tion belonging to the higher class of Zealand and Dutch 
nobility) on his best horse. Vrank followed close, but at 
some paces respectful distance, almost mixed with the offi- 
cers of the household, dressed in their blue mantles, and 
ldl well mounted. A bold but motley looking band of fol- 
lowers on foot, irregularly armed, and clothed in defiance 
of all uniform, closed the procession. Each man carried 
a cross-bow, or arbalette, or long bow, or sword, or dag-^ 
ger, or axe ; and Oost, the dyke-digger, was no undistin- 
guished object in the crowd, bearing his huge turquoise, 
itjll markeid with the monster's blood. Bude music, bad 
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instruments, and worse players, sounded the notes of ad* 
vance; and the whole party had soon passed the moat and 
taken to the unpaved route, which wcCs tracked by the 
deep marks of wagon wheels, and aiforded bad travelling 
in the humid soil 

In most other parts of Europe it was broad daylight 
when Vrank and his father set out forTergoes; but in 
the heavy atmosphere of Zealand the sun had not yet ap- 
peared; a thick, cold fog hung in the air, and shrouded 
the whole face of nature. . At times, a gust of wind coal- 
ing from the westward served to shake this vapoury cur- 
tain, but not with force enough to sweep it from the earth 
to which it clung. The sound of the tide beating against 
the dyke which guarded the beach, many feet more elevated 
than the travellers' heads, was like the melancholy mur- 
mur of nature over the sad scene it had made. The breeze 
sighed in the long flaggers and rushes that grew in the 
stagnant ditches, at either side the way, by courtesy called 
a road, and the loud flapping of wings and harsh scream- 
ing of the water-fowl, rising at every step, proved that ani» 
mal and elemental nature were in concert, Vrank could 
just dimly see his horse's head in the mist; he felt the cold 
fog in his very bones ; he hugged his cloak elose round 
him ; he thought of the gay vintage of Burgundy, at that 
very time in full activity; of tha blue skies of Italy; of 
the bright atmosphere of Artois ; all bringing sad compa- 
risons, and he could not resist one reflection of mingled re« 
gret and remorse. 

" Can I love this land? Yet I migfit still have been a 
a patriot had I never left home T' 

He gazed on his father, who seemed ahsorbed in thought^ 
with open mouth, inhaling the dank air, as naturally as an 
infant imbibes the mother's milk. Vrank could not help 
at onc^e wondering at and admiring the striking figure on 
which he gazed. Floris Van Borselen was, like his so% 
well grown and strong ^ the upper part of bis face waa 
marked and good; but the lower was enshrouded in a 
grisly heard. His dress consisted of a mix,ture of peace 
and war, marking, in the same spirit wiip, his rival, Van 
Monfoort, on the hunting party in tbeZ^venvolden, the sus« 
picion with which every individual of eith» faction ventur"^ 
«d abroad, ev«Q in truce or sport. Van Borselen wore next 

7* 
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his bocl J, a coat of light mail, formed of scales of iron, in imi- 
tation of fish skin, and descending half way down his 
thighs, which with his legs were clad in close fitting gar- 
Boents, also of leather, thickly overlaid with broad straps 
coming up to his knee^ in the same fashion as those worn 
by Oost, the dyke-digger. His arms were shielded by 
should^ plates of well wrought steel, and the gorget which 
^^overed his breast guarded that vital part; his head, in- 
stead of skellet, or bacinet, or mortier, or any other usual 
faring of proof, displayed, as our readers may guess, the 
ved cap to which the Kabblejaws and Hoeks (with 
sole difference of colour) entrusted the protection of 
skulls, on whose natural power of resistance they rational- 
ly but modestly seemed to calculate \ for even in fight the 
several factions took pride in thus risking their ponces to 
the search of blade and battle-axe, which often no doubt 
cleft a skull as scantily furnished within as without. And 
trailing from behind Van Borselen's head, hung, on a le- 
vel with his horse's tail, that preposterous sort of pennon of 
scarlet cloth called a lamberquin. One hand carried a bow 
of prodigious strength, and at his side his rapier, (fully 
his own length as he sat in his saddle,) was tucked snug- 
ly to his belt by a hook, large enough to have hauled 
along the largest Kabblejaw, either fish or flesh, that he 
ever bowed down to or stood up for. 

" Dost thou know my thoughts, my good Vrank ?" said 
the chieftain, suddenly turning round towards his son. 

" No, father," replied the almost startled youth. 

"Then FU tell thee. I was just thinking what would 
be the best and easiest method of picking a quarrel, and 
breaking all terms with these pernicious Hoeks at this 
truce-meeting by and by." 

Vrank blushed crimson at this new outburst of the in« 
iiMisate spirit of faction. 

"Brave boy!" exclaimed the father, "I see thy best 
Mood is up at the very menticm of the miscreants 1" 

Vrank found that his father could not understand his 
blushes^ any way, and be rejoiced in the conviction. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



After a inarch of between two and three leagues, 
which aj^ared to Vrank double their real extent, the 
party arrived near its destination. The place of meeting 
announced its own vicinity long before the fog allowed it 
■ to b^ome evident, by shouts and music of that varied and 
irregular kind, which indicated a mixed assembly, indulg- 
ing in what is proverbially called with us " a Dutch con- 
cert." The trumpets of Meere Borselen blew a proud flou- 
rish ixi honour of his approach, and the sound was answered 
by an ample burst of salutation. The mists were gradually 
growing thinner as the sun-beams pierced through and dis- 
solved them; and the sight which soon opened on Vrank 
had much of the charm of tho&e fairy decorations which ^ 
the perfection of scenic art occasionally displays in our 
theatres. The gauze-like veil of vapour softened down 
the coarseness of many of the objects which shone through 
it, and threw over all an air of vague illusion which there 
are few subjects in nature that may not be improved by. 

Several tents, in patches of distinct and regular encamp- 
ment, first struck the view. These were composed of cloth 
of various manufactures and colours, intermixed with stripes 
of gaudy silk, the general effect of which was extremely 
brilliant. Each of these pavilions was surmounted either 
fay a pennon, banner, or larger flag, all differing from each 
other. The banners indicated the noblest families of Zea* 
land. The large flags belonged to the several corporations 
of the neighbouring towns, or to the peasants, who had 
the right to participate in the annual exercise of the arba* 
lette; and each of those standards showed a flaring image 
of St. Sebastian, the great patnm of atchery, or some oth«r 
rude emblem of the sport. 

The different fraternities, or companies, had mostly all 
arrived, and stood in groups before their several encamp* 
mente; tJie nobles, like Van Boiselen, in suits nearly war* 
like, the gilden in uniforms of different coloured cloth, with 
various dislinGikiiis of triaumiig, 8c^ And 
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many females were intermixed, of all ranks and classes ; 
' some smiling openly in natural beauty on the scene, others 
in black velvet masks (the common custom of the times) 
shrinking from exposure to the crowd. And still some 
straggling chieftains were seen from tin^e to time approach- 
ing, their names shouted by their heralds or trumpeters ; 
and a few of the gUdtii^ who came from the neighbouring 
islands of North Beveland, Duveland, or Schowen, made 
their more tardy appearance, banners flying, music sound- 
ing, and each body preceded by its fool, whose jack-pudding 
tricks formed the most laughter-moving episodes of the day. 
In the wide space, round which the tents formed an irre- 
gular circle, four posts, about the ordinary height of a man, 
were erected at equal distances from the shooting stations ; 
and on each of these posts was a wooden figure represent- 
ing a bird, the genus of which it would have puzzled a 
naturalist to define. One of those effigies seemed of con- 
siderable honour, for it was completely clothed in feathers 
of as many sorts and colours as formed the borrowed plum- 
age of the jay in the fable. Standing-places for the arch- 
ers were erected at various distances from those objects 
which were presently to exercise their skill; and on a lofty 
mast in the very centre of the ground a white flag was 
hung out, in signal of the truce which was in full force — 
as long as the violence of the opposing factions chose to 
maintain it. . 

When Floris Van Borselen was recognised at the limits 
of the encampment, a simultaneous rush was made towards 
him and his party by numberd of the people on foot, while 
several of the mounted gentlemen spurred on their steeds 
to pay their respects to their acknowledged chief Vrank 
observed that every one of those had grey caps, such as his 
father and himself wore ; and upon looking toward the en- 
campments he was sorry to see that a considerable number 
of the assembly remain^ on their ground, and that' all 
those who refused his father the courtesy of a greeting, 
wore the red head-gear that distinguished the opposite fac« 
tion. In his opinion this argued ill for the probable tran- 
quillity of the meeting; for if sullen reserve (and he thought 
he distinguished such) was to usher in the day, what was 
to be looked for when passions were excited, words ran 
lugh, and weapons wereat hand? Vrank will not besuA^ 
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pected of timidity— at least he never was by those who 
knew him — but he could not help wishing himself away 
from the scene, which was so likely to become full as tur- 
bulent and coarse as it was at present novel and picturesque. 
He vaguely remembered having been brought when quite 
a boy to some of those yearly meetings by his father. 
The face of one of the fools brought back a rush of recol- 
lections of those days. But having been placed early at 
the celebrated College of St. Omer, under the care of a 
maternal uncle who was governor of the town in the ser* 
vice of France, he was now for the first time, if not actually 
to witness the scene, at least to comprehend it. 

Vrank was introduced by his father in due form to the 
the whole shoal of Kabblejaws, in the midst of whom they 
were. His appearance excited some admiration, great re^ 
spect, and infinite envy. But every other feeling was ab- 
sorbed in delight at the recognised badge of Burgundy, 
and in the triumph it inspired in the duke's adherents over 
their already hated and now despised opponents. The 
tumult of congratulations that ran through the Kabblejaw 
groups tpld the adverse party their secret, which Vrank's 
appearance confirmed ; and, much sooner even than he ex- 
pected, symptoms of quarrel burst forth, of which he was 
forced to admit himself to be the unintentional cause. 

As Floris Van Borselen, having descended from his 
horse, proceeded with his son and their suite, towards the 
pavilion set apart for the judges of the sports, of whom the 
phieftain was the very first on the list, a number of the no- 
ble Hoeks, followed by many of their inferior partizans, 
advanced towards him, with anything but that air of con* 
ciliation in which people generally meet half way. One 
of them, a determined looking man in the prime of life, 
who was evidently the leader in the absence of Ludwiok 
Van Monfoort, (excluded from the benefits of the truce by 
a sentence of banishment pronounced against him by John 
the Pitiless, and not yet legally removed,) strode forward 
to Floris, and exclaimed, 

" Heer Borselen, what does this mean? I protest in the 
name of every Hoek here present against the violation, of 
the truce. What ! are we to be braved and bullied by the 
badge of Burgundy? Do you dare to force him into out 
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privileged place of sport, a minion of false Philip, who 
dursi not come himself?" 

This sudden attack took the Kabblejaws quite by sur- 
prise. They had not, in their own elation, reckoned on 
the effect to be produced on their adversaries. Even Van 
Borselen had overlooked it; and as for Vrank, he thought 
that a truce was a sacred safeguard for all opinions and 
principles. But he was the first of the party with whom 
he was now identified, to recover from the surprise of the 
attack directed so personally against him. He stepped up 
close to the speaker, and was about to answer him in no 
measured phrase, when his father caught his arm, and 
cried out, 

" Stand back, boy, and let me speak to this outrage. 
Heer Hemsted, your bold and ill-mannered speech merits 
another reply than words; but I suppress my anger in 
consideration of my contempt." 

'" Contempt !" cried the fierce leader of the Hoeks ; and 
the word was repeated by the mass of adherents who closed 
round him, in every variation of angry emphasis. 

"Ay, by my saint, contempt!" said Van Borselen, "for 
I and the Kabblejaws present hold ourselves and our cause 
so sure, and yours so desperate, that I despise your railing 
and scorn your reproach." 

"Enough said!" cried Zegher Van Hemsted, "friends, 
partizans, Hoeks, ye all hear this ? Back to your stations, 
all ! and to arms I" 

" Quicker than I hoped, by Heavens, but not quicker 
than I wished !" exclaimed Van Borselen, " Kabblejaws, 
on your guard ! out, weapons, and be ready !" 

" Away, women ! Strike the white flag ! String your 
bows! To your ranks! Firm and fast!" and various 
other technical phrases common to the riots of the times, 
were vociferated by both parties, with a rapidity and a. 
noise quite stunning to Vrank, who saw in one moment 
the whole scene converted as if by magic into a field for 
mortal combat. As for him, he felt that he had nothing 
to do but to fight. His blood was as high up as that of . 
any Kabblejaw or Hoek around him. There was no time 
for reflection. So he drew his sword like the rest, and kept 
close to his father, convinced that there was nothing liko 
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regularity to be looked for, nor any particular post for him 
to occupy in the onslaught for which all made reidy. 
The women and boys fled in every direction. The fools 
gave up their merriment, and sought safety as best they 
could. Every thing announced a fierce contest; when a 
man of remarkably acute and energetic mien, evidently of 
the priesthood, but dressed in the semi-secular frock at 
times allowed to churchmen, advanced into the central 
space, and without doffing his bonnet, which was neither 
red nor, grey, but of neutral black, he spoke as follows: 

"Nobles, burghers, peasants! I speak to ye all alike, 
for all have their equal rights to-day in this yearly meet- 
ing for the national sport. Are ye all mad ? Has a sud- 
den breeze swept over this plain, casting frenzy on ye, as 
the destroying angel's sword scattered pestilence over Is- 
rael? You, Floris Van Borselen, and Zeghej Van Hem- 
sted, you ! what frantic spirit drives ye to this excess, which 
so many ready-made maniacs seem anxious to imitate? 
High-blooded nobles of Zealand ! Steady burghers ! Hard- 
working peasants 1 do none of ye hold your best privilege 
as aught ? Shall it be recorded that the exercise of the 
a,rbalette was for one whole year given up ? for if it do not 
take' place to-day, your charter of privilege allows it not 
to-morrow ? And how many a tenure and frank pledge 
hang upon its regular observance ? How many a contract 
is formed from Jay-shooting to Jay-shooting ? And what 
confusion will result through the whole island if you per- 
sist in this violation of your own laws % Pestilent dog, 
desist!" continued the speaker, to a man who had nearly 
climbed the mast, for the purpose of taking down the white 
flag ; " lay not your daring hands on that emblem of peace ! 
While that floats, all who hear me have lime to think, and 
I may bring all to the level of common sense. Will any 
one give me a reason for this folly, this madness ?" 

The authoritative voice and manner of the orator pro- 
duced a considerable effect on those in his hearing; and 
the whole throng became silent in successive degrees be* 
yond him, as a pool recovers its calmness, from the centre 
of the circles into which a stone had ruflled its surface. 

"You use harsh words, canon, but I will answer them," 
said Van Borselea " It is the insolence of the Hoeks that 
forces us to arms.'' 
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"It is the outrage of the Kabblejaws that causes this,^* 
cried Zegher Van Hemsted; and many at either side 
echoed their leader's words, in a confusion that mingled 
them all together. 

"Hoeks and Kabblejaws! Kabblejaws and Hoeks! 
* Listen to me!" cried the ecclesiastic, in a voice of thun- 
der. — " What would you have ?" 

" Blood ! Revenge !" and many such pithy words were 
the replies to this question. 

" Ye shall have it — ^plenty — more than you wish for — 
your foes destruction and your own !" continued the priest, 
with a tone and attitude that might have suited a prophet. 
His words caused an immediate calm among the crowd. 
" Ay, ye shall be glutted with blood and vengeance, I pro- 
mise ye — ^but would not ye like a little pastime, too 1 Be 
wise, men ^f Zealand ! If you cut each other's throats 
before ye contest the palm of skill to-day, it will be said 
that ye mutually feared the trial, and that ye rushed on 
death from the mere dread of defeat !" 

** He says well 1 He is right 1 Rudolf Van Diepen- 
holt for ever !" were among the loudly shouted tributes of 
applause which followed this speech. It was evident that 
this candidate for a bishopric knew the people he had to 
deal with, and by his united appeal to their interests and their 
pride, he produced completely the effect he wished. Both 
parties were evidently brought a little nearer towards rea- 
son. The next point was to conciliate each without de* 
grading the aelf-consequence of either; and that seemed 
beyond the skill of even Rudolf Van Diepenholt. 

" But suppose that we consented to give up our revenge till 
the sports were finished and the prizes adjudged, we must 
first receive a concession for Van Hemsted's insult," said 
Floris Van Borselen. 

" We must, we musti" vociferated the Kabblejaws. 

" Ere our swords are sheathed, the outrage offered to us 
in the appearance of this young man must be atoned for 1" 
cried Van Hemsted and the Hoeks. 

"By what right dared you insult my son?' exclaimed 
Van Borselen. 

" How durst he come among us with the bad^e of Bur^ 
gundy on his breast T*' retorted the Hoeks. 
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'^* Ye should bow down to it, as the type of your sove- 
reign and liege lord 1" uttered one party. 

" Rather tear it off and trample it undet our feet, if he 
do not remove, or hide it !" cried the other. 

And so matters were as likely as ever to terminate in 
battle and bloodshed : when Vrank Van Borselen actively 
stepped out in front of his party, before his father or the 
others could restrain the movement; and his fine figure 
and ingenuous air, commanding at once admiration and at- 
tention, he spoke. 

" I claim to be heard in this dispute, first as a stranger 
even to those who are my friends — secondly, as a native 
Zealander and in my right as a free citizen—^thirdly, as 
the representative of Duke Philip of Burgundy, w hose- 
authority is owned by at least one half of those present, 
and has yet to be disproved by the rest." 

"Hear him! Let him speak ! Go on, go on^" sounds 
ed from all sides, and by degrees the throng began to press 
gently inwards, as if Vrank formed the centre of general 
attraction. The women returned to their original places 
in the crowd ; and even the fools stole out from their hiding 
holes, like snails after a shower. 

" I came not here," continued Vrank, " either to offer 
insult or to bear it. I wear the badge of the sovereign I 
serve, because I am here on his special service. But I can- " 
not condescend to take oflfence in my own person at an 
outburst of hate against my sovereign's crest, neither will 
I consent to take off or conceal what is my proudest mark 
of honour, next to these spurs on my heels and this^sword 
in my hand!" 

Exclamations of applause followed these words, in which 
even Van Hemsted himself could not resist joining, for 
there was a modest intrepidity in the young knight's bear- 
ing that was irresistible to the brave. 

"Now," resumed Vrank, when he could again com- 
mand a hearing, ^4t only remains for me to say what I 
will do, to preserve the peace in this honourable assem- 
blage of the national estates. I will, with my father's per- 
mission, and I hope with general approval, withdraw from 
the meeting, in which I have no personal interest — no ob- 
ject to gain by my presence, and no principle of duty ta 
infringe by my absence." 

Vol- I. 8 
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Loud bursts of applause at this dignified arrangement of 
the difficulty overwhelmed Vrank from all sides, each par-* 
iy vying with the other, the one to evince their pride, the 
other to display their generosity. Several of the leading 
men of either party attempted to be heard, but every indi* 
vidual voice was drowned in the common chorus j while 
Vrank, having received a word of consent from his father 
(who saw the prudence^ and in fact the necessity of the 
thing,) gracefully retired from the throng, and before the 
debate could take any new turn to disturb the unanimity 
he had produced, he gained his horse, vaulted into the sad' 
die, and quitted the limits of the encampment But he 
could not do this as privately as he wished, for several of 
his father's friends, most of them youths, inspired with a 
strong feeling of respect at the yongheei^s* moderation, re 
solved to/* show it by escorting him beyond the bounds. 
Having performed hs part, he did not court any distinc- 
tion from the crowd of all ranks and both sexes which 
pressed towards him on his retreat ; so, clasping his cloak 
over his breast, he was not to be distinguished from the 
grey capped Kabblejaws with whom he rode. As they 
eleared the lines of the encampment, a procession of bur^ 
ghers came in f and among other stragglers were two fe^ 
males, masked and on horseback, attended by a single 
servitor who rode close behind them, his large cloak and 
liood, or capuchin (worn indiscriminately by both sexes) 
not allowing any one to penetrate the incognito of the par- 
ty, either by means of mistresses or man. As the group 
of young Kabblejaws made way for these new comers^ 
they passed o^any jocose and not over refined remarks on 
the fair maskers and their followers, A quickened move- 
ment of the horses only proved that the riders did not re- 
lish the pleasantries and were anxious to escape from them. 
In a few minutes more, Vrank exchanged brief leave* 
taking with his new made friends— he with polished re- 
serve, they with boisterous cordiality. They lavished on 
him a profusion of invitations to their own and their fa- 
thers' castles, and promised him immediate visits at Evers* 
dyke ; and finally greeted him with a parting shout, which 

* A title Gonesponding to *' young Sir'' in our language, and cop-' 
f ttpted into the leas respeetfol appellative, f(mngtUr. 
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he escaped from by clapping spurs to his horse, and press- 
ing quickly back on the road by which he had come. He 
stopped for a few minutes as the shout died away and the 
shouters returned to their sports, and he looked back; 
towards the scene he had quitted, more from psissing cu- 
riosity or listlessness, than from any wish of impressing its 
features on his memory. He saw the tents standing gayly, 
and the banners floating brightly, the white flag above all, 
as the mist rolled off to the sea, or rose up towards the sun, 
which now lighted the whole scene, and showed the waves 
of the full tide, rippling on the shore in wreaths of snow 
and silver. On the right the spires of the town of Tergoes 
fose up in the haze, seeming to shake the vapours from 
their drowsy heads, like a newly awakened dreamer break- 
ing from the fumes of sleep* 

Vrank acknowledged to himself that the scene was 
beautiful and peculiar. But long habit, even stronger 
than novelty, made him sigh for the accustomed charms of 
southern landsc&.pe, in all the variety of hill and dale and 
foliage; and this marine view, though lovely in its kind, 
wanted the strong link of pleasing associations to enable 
him thoroughly to enjoy it. He again turned his horse^s 
head, and drooping into a mood of pensive thought, 
which so often succeeds the tumult of sudden excite- 
ment, he let the animal take his own slow pace; and 
the turbulent scene he had just escaped from was only 
kept present to his mind by the distant strains of music, 
mixed with faint shouts, which told him that the jar of 
discord was quite appeased, and that the sports had begun. 

We cannot follow Vrank Van Borselen in all the suc- 
cessive topics of the reverie which occupied him for the two 
hours consumed in his return to Eversdyke. The quick 
shifting reflections that rose upon him were as rapid as the 
undulations of the waves which he saw at his side, as h% 
rode along on the summit of the dyke that separated them 
from the teeming plains to his left; and his thoughts were 
moved like those waves by a bright and mysterious influ^ 
ence that caused their ebb and flow. Yet Vrank was not 
in actual cogitation on the doctrine of the tides, although 
he had that analogous feeling to guide him towards the 
discovery of their secret, which was only made much later 
ibao bi9 timo. He ran over in a thousand variatioijis the 
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chief subjects that occupied hia miad ; atid let these maai- 
fold changes take what turn they might, still the words 
and looks of the unknown huntress seemed the combined 
principle which gave the tone to all^ and round which aU 
revolved 



CHAPTER IX 

No sooner had Vrank withdrawn from the encampment 
than every one of the assemblage, who a few minutes be- 
fore were ripe for war, were now actively engaged in pre- 
parations for the sport they h ad so readily abandoned. The 
archers took their stations in platoons, each under the ci- 
ders of a leader chosen from among the most expert of the 
several fraternities. Nobles, burgher^, and peasants, strung 
their bows, and placed their arrows with a frank equality 
which merged, for one day in the year, pride, avarice and 
servility, (the natural badge of the several tribes,) in a feel- 
ing of fair and generous rivalry. The fools of the various 
companies, the only privileged cowards present, who gave 
way without shame when others were, if but for shame's 
sake, obliged to stand firm, now gave free expression to 
the delight that many others suppressed, for fear of being 
thought too happy at the general escape from dangey. 
But the truly brave, and they were a large majority, loudly 
joined in shouts and gusts of joy, for they who are readiest 
Yor fight on due cause of quanel, are ever the first to ac- 
knowledge the pleasure of ^scaping its necessity. The 
little pylrapersj or anow-gatherers, boys lightly clad, with 
osier hats, and each a long narrow basket on his arm in 
which to deposit the picked-up weapons, took their posts, 
and the fools began their gambols, which formed a leading 
feature in the doings of the day. A given prize and some 
peculiar privileges for the year to come, were the reward 
•of hikn who distinguished himself, by some feat of a su- 
perior mixture of absurdity with the coarse wit which 
the rough-spun manufacture of native drollery allowed. 
Many efforts were therefore made by the fellows wbja 
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**wore motley in their heads," to distort poor humanity 
into the most grotesque and humiliating forms; they all 
appeared in the masquerade best suiting their tastes, some 
as mis-shapen monstersf, or strained representations of 
beasts or birds. But one threw an air of satire into his me- 
tamorphosis, by appearing covered with scales, like a huge 
fish, an artificial tail tied up in the Kabblejaw fashion; 
and appended to the monstrous eflBgy of a cod's head, 
which covered his real one, was a huge hook ; while a 
bonnet of the. prevailing cut and pattern of both factions 
surmounted the head, one side made of grey and the other 
of red cloth. This fellow rolled about through the differ- 
ent groups with the true impartiality of a place-hunter, 
sometimes attaching himself to one party, sometimes to 
' the other, taking money from each and cajoling with all, 
with a burlesque veracity of time-servingness, that had 
more effect in putting both parties in good-humour than any 
thing short of a well-fought battle could have produced. 

In a little while every thing was arranged, and the ar- 
rows and stones from long-bow or cross-bow, whizzed and 
whistled through the air, singly or in volleys, according to 
the order of the day. The three plain figures of birds, in 
all the nakedness of wood and paint, were successively shot 
at, missed, or hit by the three estates of the meeting, which 
had each its own mark for separate practice ; the feathered 
nondescript before mentioned was reserved for the general 
trial of skill, at which all the estates were entitled to 
discharge their shafts. This was so constructed that when 
struck in any of the extremities it turned, spinning round on 
the iron pivot which fixed it to the stake; but when hit 
directly in the centre of the body, in the part which was . 
considered to represent vitality, a spring was started, caus- 
ing an instant uprising of a laurel crown or wreath of flow* 
ers, which was immediately placed on the head of the suc- 
cessful marksman or markswoman — for females were not 
excluded from the right of archery on these occasions. 

And now, a certain number of trials having taken place 
at the three unfledged eflBigies, lots were drawn for the 
order of succession in the honour of aiming at the other. — • 
Some of the managing umpires, one of whom was Zegher 
Van Hemsted, were observed to make a rather shuffling* 

8* 
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distribution of the lots as they were drawn by the different 
candidates; and it was found that the first two fell to 
the share of two of his own party, and the third to one of 
the masked ladies who had entered the shooting-ground 
at so late a period of the meeting ; and the lower mem- 
bers indiscriminately to Hoeks or Kabblejaws, male or 
female. 

The first of the archers, a practised marksman, covered 
with medals, the tokens of previous success, shot away the 
three arrows without effect, having only once struck a 
feather off the plumed effigy s tail. The second aspirant, 
also a tried man, equally decorated as the former, was 
scarcely more successful, having missed with his first two 
arrows, and only hitting an outspread wing with the third, 
which sent the bird spinning round for a few seconds, but 
did not entitle him to the prize. 

The masked lady next took up her bow, and drawing 
.her arrow to the head with careful aim, it darted straight 
off, struck the mark in the right place, shook from it a 
shower of plumage, and sent the laurel-crown springing up 
in triumphant elevation. 

A shout, which sounded as if it had been ready rehears- 
ed, if not quite ready made, burst from the Hoeks, who 
-gathered round the fair bow-woman, for fair she was pre- 
sumed to be. The adverse party joined in equal demon- 
strations of applause, to her who had no semblance of party; 
the laurel-crown was lowered from its spike, brought for- 
ward, and given into the hands of Floris Van Borselen, 
the senior of the judges, indiscriminately chosen among the 
nobles. He took the emblem of honour, and advancing 
close no the lady, whcr leant gracefully on her bow, he 
placed the wreath on her head, and uttered some set form 
of compliments, and cried aloud — 

" Long live our sovereign lady*' 

" Of the arbolette !" he would have added, according to 
the phrase in these sportive coronations ; but the sentence 
was cut short by Van Hemsted and his friends, who vocif- 
erated a repetition of Van Borselen's words. 

"Long live our sovereign lady 1" rang along the beach, 
sunk into the sands, and died on the surface of the sea, 
which had no echoes to return the sounds ; and when with 
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respectful violence the mask was (according to custom,) 
removed from the lady s face, the gazing throng beheld the ' 
beautiful and beaming countenance of Jacqueline of Hol- 
land. 

Promptitude and stratagem seemed on this day the chief 
l&ctics of the Hoeks ; surprise and consternation the lot of 
their opponents. The Kabblejaws stood with open mouths 
and staring eyes, true emblems of their fishy prototype 
A serried phalanx of adherents now took their station be- 
hind and at each side of Jacqueline, who stood out in front, 
with all her accustomed air of intrepidity, whenever dan- 
ger was to be grappled with or difficulty overcome. The 
leaders of the party were close by, to support with applause 
every word she uttered, or obey with ardour any act she 
might command. 

" Brave Zealanders ! my subjects and my friends !" said 
she, in a firm tone, " I am come among ye to save ye the 
necessity of the debate which was meant to follow these 
sports ; I am here to claim my hereditary rights as youi 
sovereign. Who is there to combat them? Does not 
Heaven itself seem to sanction my title, which no one dare 
gainsay ? Has not a miracle enabled this weak arm to 
gain the prize in your sports, at the very first attempt? — 
Your own hands, even without your will, have placed this 
emblem of dominion on my brow — ^your own voices, speak- 
ing the involuntary fiat of justice, have proclaimed my au- 
thority !" 

Van Borselen and his faction began to recover from their 
astonishment, and various murmurs arose among them. 

'•It was a trick — our words were stopped short — we 
never meant to hail you more than queen of the sports — 
we reject your claims to our allegiance— we deny you for 
our sovereign." 

Such were the replies made by the Kabblejaws. The 
Hoeks shouted to the skies. 

" Long live our sovereign lady ! Long live Jacqueline, 
Countess of Holland, Zealand and Hainault !" 

And as the shout died away, the strain was taken up by 
one single and shrilly voice, that of the double-liveried fool, 
who screamed out harshly — 

" Long live Jacqueline !" and quickly placed himsdf in 
front of her party. 
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"Hearken to me, mistaken men!" exclaimed the count- 
ess, waving her hand for silence towards Van Borselen 
and his party. "Is there one among you who can reason 
on your assertions, and disprove my title by argument ? I 
am ready to fist to him; and will, by the mouth of my faith- 
ful adherents here present, answer and refute every objec- 
tion that can be made." 

" I accept the challenge, countess," said Van Borselen, 
"for such we acknowledge you, though no more our sove- 
reign, your birth-right being vested by marriage in your 
husband our legal lord, and by him deputed to the potent 
and magnificent prince, Philip the Good, Duke of Burgun- 
dy, Governor and Rewart of Holland and Zealand, to 
whom life and health 1" 

" Long live Duke Philip, our governor and reweirt !" re- 
sounded from the Kabblejaw columns. 

" Philip for ever !'* cried the fool, wriggling across to the 
side of the last shouters, jingling the bells that hung from • 
his fins, and chuckling with laughter, it might be thought, 
at both parties, 

"Speak- then, Meere Borselen!" cried VanHemsted, 
" argue the point of your treason, and cease those-aenseless 
shouts, which even yon fools laugh to scorn.". 

"'Tis you who are a traitor, Heer Hemsted. I fling 
back your foul reproach. Is not Duke John your liege 
lord, as he is mine? Is not Philip his legal deputy?" 

" No — neither one nor the other. Our sovereign is this 
priacess, here, the descendant and successor of twenty-six 
counts, and in her own right our lady liege. An illegal 
and nominal marriage with her cousin-german, the shadow 
of manhood or princedom, brings no attaint to her right, 
which I and my friends are ready to uphold." 

" Her marriage was legal, by holy dispensation," ex- 
claimed Roland Uterken, father to the young man whose 
reinforcements from Flanders were hourly looked for by 
the Kabblejaws. 

"'Tis now dissolved, by sacred rescript," replied Arien 
Van Hemsted, the brother of Zegher. 

"* Tis false!" cried Van Borselen ; " though well we know 
such rescript was sought for by Glocester, her para — ^^ 

" Hold there, friend Floris !" cried the fool, putting his 
hand before Van Boiselen's mouth. " Had you finished 
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that filthy word, the argument would have ended with 
swords not tongues." 

"Away with this impudent idiot!" exclaimed Van Bor- 
selen, pushing aside the fool. 

"Ptivilege, privilege!" shouted the latter; "fools, all 
take part with your fellow, and who then will be left to 
oppose me?" 

"Will no one stop that mummer's mouth?" cried Van 
Borselen. 

" And let old Floris talk all the nonsense ! Privilege 
for Meere Borselen! Privilege, privilege!" exclaimed the 
fool again, slipping through the hands of those who made 
no violent efforts to retain him, and dancing across to»the 
opposite party, who hailed his return with shouts of laugh- 
ter. 

"Again I say 'tis false that the marriage is broken oi 
the contract with Glocester confirmed by the pontiff," re- 
sumed Van Borselen, with impetuous gravity, and drawing 
forth a parchment — *^ here is the attested copy of his holi- 
ness' s letter to the Dukes of Burgundy and Brabant, to 
falsify the assertion." 

"And here is the pontiff's bill of divorce and separation !" 
cried the man who had accompanied Jacqueline and Be- 
nina Beyling, (and who until now had stood close to the 
former,) holding up a scroll, flinging off his capuchin as 
he spoke, and displajdng the sturdy figure of Ludwick Van 
Monfoort, in the full costume of his party. 

A yell of acclamation burst from the Hoeks on recog- 
nising their intrepid leader, whom some had expected and 
otliers knew to be among them. The bravest of the Kab- 
blejaws shrunk for a moment at beholding their fiercest 
opponent, whom they one and all thought to be in the 
exile of his lovely Island of Urk. 

" Bravo, bravo !" cried the fool. " Long five old Lud- 
wick ! IJong live Jacqueline ! Long live the Hoeks !— ^ 
that is as long as they have the upper hand." 

" This is meet — this fits well in all its parts," said Van 
Borselen, recovering his self-command, but still in the im- 
perfect utterance of passion. " Jugglery, forgery, and trea,- 
Bon all combined — and a banished felon at the head of all !" 

" Floris Van Borselen, thou hast said, and I swear by 
the blood of the martyrs^ those wQrd9 shall stick iu thy 
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throat again, in the death-gasp which this hand shall give 
thee!" 

Van Monfoort spoke his threat in a tone and with a look 
of §uch calm yet tenible ferocity, that it thrilled through 
both friends and foes. He caught his gorget in one hand, 
and ilung aside the collar of his cloak with the other, as 
though they choked him. He was the first to break the 
silence. 

"•So much," said he, "for our personal affair — now for 
the more important matter of this meeting. Men of Zea- 
land, I solemnly demand your sworn allegiance to Jacque- 
line, our rightful sovereign. Here is the Bull which annuls 
he? marriage with the deboshed, stigmatic John of Brabant, 
and confirms her rights to your fealty and faith." 

"Fellow countrymen and friends! be not cajoled or 
frightened by flattery or threats !^' exclaimed Van Borse- 
len. " Though Holland set the example of revolt, let our 
islands be firm and loyal. Listen not to this Dutchman, 
nor the degenerate Zealanders who back him. His state- 
ment is false — ^your scroll must be forged. Here is the 
pontiff's letter, signed by Ms sacred hand, and sealed with 
the holy seal of St. Peter." 

" Read I read the rescript !" cried a hundred voices. 

" Ah, my friends ! you ask more than I can perform," 
replied Floris — " the sacred document is in Latin." 

"Read your Bull, then, Van Monfoort!" exclaimed the 
crowd. 

"By the mass!" cried he, with a grim smile, "ye Save 
done a miracle — ye have brought Van Borselen and me to 
a level. This scroll also is in Latin — ^at least I believe so— 
but I can safely swear it is not in Dutch, and beyond that 
I pretend to no skill." 

" Nor have you much in that," said the fool, while a 
hollow murmur of laughter ran through either party. On 
this the fool, who seemed ready to take every opportunity 
of restoring good humour, danced out in the middle of the 
throng and said — 

" I told you all as much as that if ye wanted a sage, ye 
might send for him to Bethleem. But as wisdom may 
come out of a fooFs mouth, what do ye think of making 
Rudolf Van Diepenholt read both the scrolls?* 

A shout of acclamation was the answer, and the curate 
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of the fishing-boats was immediately put forward. He 
seemed ready enough for the taskj and taking the docu- 
ments from the hostile chiefs, he examined them closely, 
while a solemn and anxious silence was preserved by the 
throng, which little by little narrowed the space that had 
erewhile separated the parties. 

"Stand back, ye rabble route! Back, Hoeksl Back, 
Kabblejaws I" cried the fool, running down the lines at 
either side, shaking the bells of his bauble in the faces of 
the foremost, and thus keeping the crowd in proper limits. 
" Stand back all ! Would ye stifle this honest priest, and 
80 destroy the eighth wonder of the world ? and smother 
mcj the only fool among ye who has the sense to act wisely, 
and the wisdom to talk nonsense? fU warrant ye his re- 
verence here requires air— for if he has not a couple of 
pontiils sticking in his maw, I pledge myself to swallow 
my bauble, bells and all !" 

" In good faith, the fool has hit on the truth," said Ru- 
dolf; " and neither of these proud nobles has disgraced 
himself by a lie. These scrolls came from the rival popes 
— Van Borselen's is signed by Martin V., and Van Mon- 
foort^s by Benedict XIII." 

"What I by Peter de Luna! By that Spanish impostor I 
old OUa Podrida !" scoffingly cried Roland Uterken. 

"And is he not as good as his Italian rival, that obsti- 
nate anti-christ?" retorted Zegher Van Hempsted. 

" Anti-christ in your teeth 1" said Van Borselen. 

" Ah, what tough picking you give my poor friend Zeg- 
her !" said the fool, in a tone of plaintive mockery. 

" Come, come, brave lords, an end to these cabals !" ex*- 
claimed Rudolf Van Diepenholt; " they but waste the day 
and wear out the patience of every reasonable man. Can 
the conflicting decrees of two opposing priests suffice to set 
a nation by the ears ? What are these rival popes ? If one 
advances, the other retreats — one like some animal fearful 
of the land, the other like a creature apprehensive of the 
water." 

" This is irreverent on thy part, Rudolf!" said Van Borse* 
lin. " Remember thou art a priest, though well - 1 know 
thee for a tainted one. Lollardy and Wickliflfe-learning 
are thy tenets— thou art little better than a heretic — at the 
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v^ry best a reformer, who would turn the head of chuifch 
and state." 

"Oh, that he could practise on your addle pate!" said 
the fool, running out of reach of the indignant Kabble- 
jaws. 

" Prithee, Van Borselen, meddle not with me," said Ru* 
dolf, unruffled by the serious charge against him. "Let 
us stick to the question of these popes. Why should Coiin- 
tess Jacqueline pay respect to Martin T 

"He legalized her marriage," said one of the Kabble- 
jaws. 

" The best reason for its being invalid, for he is himself 
but an usurper," cried a voice from among the Hoeks. 

" In my mind," resumed Rudolf, " the acts of neither of 
these self-styled popes is worth a straw ; and both being 
nullities, the countess is and ought to be considered free to 
act on the dictates of nature and reason. What ! shall 
these aged and decrepid priests for the short remnant of 
their lives endanger private peace and the salvation of the 
christian world ! what is the mock sceptre which these 
spiritual sovereigns wield?" 

"Something like this," said the fool, holding. up his 
bauble. 

"What is the tiara, on such inefficient heads?" ex* 
claimed the canon, not heeding the interruption or the laugh 
it excited. 

"A fool's cap, without bells," answered the fool. 

** A truce, a truce, my young friend," said Rudolf smi- 
ling, "there is a time for all things, and even assumed folly 
may be out of season*" 

" Not tin real wisdom come into fashion, so I have still 
a long day for my sport," replied the fool. 

"Give me back the pontiff's letter," cried Van Borselen 
sternly. ' " It is in vain to argue against impiety and re- 
bellion. This meeting may now best dissolve. Whoever 
holds true and stands staunch to his legal lord may follow 
me. And for ye, obstinate men, who hold the cause of that 
false countess, whose crimes I forbear to name, know that 
a force is this instant perhaps coming to our aid that will 
crush your rebellion, even before great Philip himself ap 
pears." 
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At this instant a flash \ifas seen to lighten through the 
distant fog, which, far out at sea, had settled into one thick 
but sun-lit cloud, and hovered over the waters, like some 
huge bird that could not rise into an upward flight. 

"Mark je that flash?" cried Rudolf Van Diepenholt, 
" hear ye that peal ?" as a low rumbling sound rolled along 
the water, and died faintly as it reached the shore. "Again 
— another ! they are not chance bursts of thunder, men of 
Zealand — ^they are the signals of mortal aid, sent by Hea- 
ven to the cause of virtue and right Hark, how the artil- 
lery peals ! and list ye the music sounding on the waters? 
They are the heralds of England's power, of great Glo- 
Coster's friendship — ^to rejoice all true hearts, and make the 
false ones quail. Now, my brave fool, you may caper and 
jump for joy." 

" There then goes my cap, faction's silly emblem — there 
my bauble^ the plajrthing type of power — wisdom to-day 
might play the fool, and shall not folly learn to be wise?" 
exclaimed the grotesque representative of motley faction, 
assumed to suit his purpose; while with every word he 
flung away the trappings of his mummery, and soon 
showed to view the person of one of the wittiest, bravest, 
and most generous youths of his time — Lewis, bastard of 
Hainault, the natural brother of Jacqueline, who loved him 
wilfi an aflection that the heart's best feelings had legitima- 
tized. Having held out to the very last chance of serving 
her cause, in his castle of Scaudeuvre in Hainault, he at 
longth gave up a hopeless contest, and taking his course to 
Avignon, where Pope Benedict XHI. held his court, he 
obtained the divorce which Martin V. had refused ; and 
had arrived with the important document the very day pre- 
vious to the meeting, at which we have seen he acted so 
conspicuous a part, as accordant to his gay humour, as it 
was serviceable to the cause he considered his own. 

At this new apparition of so distinguished a friend of 
Jacqueline's, breaking into identity from his masquerade, 
the downcast Kabblejaws ventured not one word, but 
turned with the straining looks of despair on the develope- 
ment of the force that seemed destined to overwhelm them 
with rum. 

A few more discharges from the artillery totally dispers- 

Voi. L 9 
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ed the cloud that had so long obscured the English fleet, 
which now came breaking through the floating fragments 
of mist and smoke, in ail the majesty and beauty peculiar 
to such a spectacle. The ships of those days, though, in- 
dividually, far less graceful and elegant than those of our 
own, formed, when seen in a mass, as on the present occa- 
sion a pageant much more showy. Their construction 
had been greatly changed within half a century. They 
were now of much larger size. Half way up the masts 
were castellated platforms, from which stones and arrows 
might be discharged in fight ; and decks were about this 
period added, with a most cumbrous but imposing wooden 
building at either end, ingeniously embarrassing to the 
movements and management of the vessel, but giving to 
the squadron the appearance of a floating town. The ships 
were decked with gilding and painting ; armorial bearings 
and badges were embroidered on various parts ; banners of 
costly workmanship and brilliant colours were hung out, 
and the sails were of purple, azure, and other hues, shining 
with work of gold. Add to these appearances the glitter- 
ing mass of armour, presented by the peopled decks ; the 
gleaming of weapons in the sun, the shouts of the crew, 
and the crash of martial music bursting over the waters, 
and a notion may be imagined of the eflfect produced by 
the English fleet, which now came along in all its pomp 
and pride. 

As the ships drew nearer and nearer to the shore, and 
coasted along the narrow channel, saluting as they passed, 
the enthusiasm of Jacqueline's friends grew beyond all re- 
straint. Following the example of young Lewis, of Van 
Monfoort, the Hemsteds, and other leaders, they flung 
themselves on their knees before her, swore allegiance to 
her sway, and vowed their lives to her service. Many of 
those who had so sternly opposed her, now gave way to 
that impulse that leads men to go with the stream, and 
makes them oflfer up incense to success. But Floris Van 
Borselen, Roland Uterkin, and several other sturdy Kab- 
blejaws withdrew in sullen enmity, with muttered vows of 
unceasing hatred. And whether it was the eflfect of this 
unbending hostility, or that some thoughts of Glocester's 
dubious conduct flashed across her mind, or that some other 
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secret pang had fixed its cold stings in her heart, certain 
it was that Jacqueiine in this proud moment wore not the 
air of triumph, but looked more like the victim of a sacri- 
fice than the idol of a nation. 



CHAPTER X. 

When the discomfited Kabblejaws retired from the 
scene just described, they held a hurried council on the best 
measures to be taken in this unlooked-for crisis. The spi- 
rit of faction, often more active than the purest essence of 
patriotism, excited the confederates into energy and union. 
Couriers were despatched all over the island of Zealand, 
and into Holland, advising their partisans of the danger ; 
ajid Floris Van Borselen took upon himself to send off his 
son Vrank, in the utmost speed, to watn his brother James 
to hurry the reinforcements of young Uterken, and then to 
hasten to the castle of Hesdin in Picardy, where Duke Phi- 
lip held his court, and was, with his wonted magnificence, 
entertaining the Dukes of Bedford and Britanny, with a 
numerous train of nobles, in a series of feasts and shows of 
unusual splendour. 

On Van Borselen' s return to Eversdyke, full of the inf- 
portant affairs of his country, he hurried to the family sit* 
ting-room, in search of his son, whom he found, to his 
amaze and indignation, tumbling on the rush-covered floor, 
with a group of his brothers and sisters, enacting the part 
of some tenrrible animal — 

** The Indian gri^Sn witl^ the glistening eyes, 
The fiery dragon," 

or some other insatiate monster, with the unbounded ap- 
plause of his young companions, who never before, and 
probably never afterwards, spent a coUple of such hours of 
boisterous delight as had rapidly flown over in this exqui* 
site sport. - 

"Holy Martyrs! St. Peter, and St. Paul ! Virgin Md- 
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ther ! Fas ever the like of this beheld?" exclaimed the as- 
tounded chieftain, standing in the door- way, with his eyes 
fixed, and his hands upraised. 

"Why,Vrank! Heer VanBorselen! SirFrancon! Son 
— jongheer — Knight I do I live to see this ? Do jou know 
who jou are! Do jou remember thescene of this mcHming ?" 

" I was striving to forget it, father," said Vrank, rising 
up, and composing the ruffled state of his attire. 

" Striving to forget it !"• echoed the chief " Do jou 
hear this, Vrowe ? You who sit there as satisfied as if 
you were gazang at the Dance of Death, the Descent into 
Hell, or some other frolicksome pageant, such as the 
French mummers gave out at Middleburg.-r-Is thaX fit 
work for our son ? — Are you not ashamed of such doings?" 

" My good master, blame me not — I did rebuke the dear 
boy for so rumpling his lovely suit of kersey and taffeta — and 
see ! — may Saint Hedgwiga, the patroness of Housewife- 
ry, grcuat me grace, if here isn't a rent in his sleeve that 
would take old Stoop Van Stichel an hour to fine-draw !" 

" A rent in his sleeve 1 — rumpling his taffeta ! Oh, is it 
come to this? Is the solemn pride of the Van Borselens 
sunk so low that their degenerate sons turn tumblers and 
heel-kickers, while mothers look on and laugh, insensible 
to their own disgrace I" 

" Oh, my gracious lord, speak not those crud words, nor 
look those severer looks! In sooth I meant no harm, nor 
did Vrank, TU warrant him. Alas, it is rare that we see 
a scene of frolic or joy; and it made my heart glad to 
look on this ! But it shall end here — the children shall 
retire, and we ^aall get the sleeva of Vrank's doublet soon 
^tched up." 

** Speak not to me of doublets or stitching, good wife^ 
while the fate of our country hangs on a thread ! Vrank, 
you must within an hour set out for Flanders, and thence 
with the utmost speed for Duke Philip's court at Hesdin." 

A burst of sorrow from mother and children answered 
.thjs sentence of death to the brief joys of Eversdyke. 

** Within an hour," exclaimed the Vrowe, "what, ere 
the evening repast can be got ready 1 recall your words, 
good my lord — ^let our dear boy at least tarry till he eat 
one hearty meal — till the young crane just now caught 
i^d plucjked bfu^ tim|» to be roasted, and the porpoise atewa 
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tender in its own fat — ^and the march-pane can be frizzled 
with comfits ^" 

" Peace, peace, ^od wife! If Vrank have thoughts of 
hunger let him eat whatever comes to hand — ^but I trust 
he has still enough of the spirit of his race not to think of 
feasting while his country claims all his care. Follow me, 
son. and receive my instructions !" 

Within the limited hour Vrank was once more upon the 
waves, with ample advices for Ms journey, and in the lub- 
berly looking skiff which, to the disgrace of Dutch ship 
building, seems still the model of their vessels. The dark 
blue pennon of Eversdyke was at the mast head, and the 
flag of Burgundy at the stern. Oost, the dyke-digger, 
furnished with messages and such tokens of credence as in 
those days answered the stead of letters, for the Frison 
chiefs in the interest of Burgundy, took his place at the 
prow ; and as he leant over, with his huge iurqiwise in his 
hand, he looked a rough-modelled figure of Hercules, or 
some other clubman of antiquity. Vrank sat at the stern ; 
and as the breeze bore him away from the rude home, hia 
visit to which seemed like the flitting shadow of a dream, 
a feeling of melancholy came across him, which is only to 
be excited by a separation from what we love. And did 
Vrank, then, really love this stern abode, this unsocial mo- 
nument of his family s harsh pride and ungracious power 1 
It was even so. The deep fixed instinct which leads men 
back, in despite of reason, to rest a portion of their own 
pride on the mere antiquity of their race, was at that mo- 
ment working powerfully in the young man's bosom. He 
had felt none of it in approaching Eversdyke. Long habits 
of the world had overcome the early feeling, and he ra- 
ther despised than venerated those tokens of an obscure 
aristocracy, which he had learned to look on as a very d^i^ 
bious honour. But this short contact with the [old cus- 
toms of his forefathers, this new breathing of his native 
atmosphere of feudality, revived the latent principle which 
he believed extinct; and as he gazed back on the gray 
walls of the castle he could not suppress the thought, that 
he should like to live and die there after all! 

Another feeling, of a kind quite new to him, contributed 
to strengthen this awakened, rather than created, attach- 

9* 
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Vkfin\ to his home. It was tbe pleasure he bad felt in even 
two hours' acquaintanceship with those young relatione^ 
bpunct to him by a tie of which he scarcely before under- 
stood the nature, but which, as experience has told many 
qi m^ is too 9troi)g to be ^vered by absence or time, or 
almost by ingratitude and wrong. Yrahk only knew this 
new sentiment of brotherly lovo in its most endearing as- 
pect. He thought it delicious then ; and in after life he 
nevpr forgot the two hours? romping with the young play- 
felloTVS, who had so naturally established, without claim- 
ing, an equality with him, and to whose level he had at 
once descended, without the pain of ^n efbrt or the con- 
sciousness of degradation. 

To those young objects^ who had in so short a space 
gained such a hold upon his sympathy, his sudden depart- 
ure was a real misfortune, in proportion to the delightful 
surprise of his coming, and the wonderment he excited 
•while he staid, by his hatidsome looks, his fine dress, and 
above all by his active gambols on all-fours, and the magni- 
ficent grov/1 with which he played the monster. Brother 
Vrank, as they imagined him, had ever been their beau- 
ideal of all that was sublime and beautiful ; that he had 
surpassed th^ir notions was probably less a proof of hi^ 
merits than of the imperfect growth of their imagination. 
But certain it is that the force of that impression never 
wore away, ^nd those delighted brothers and sisters ever 
afterwards considered Vrank Van Bor^^len as one of the 
finest specimens of mankind-— as well they might, on even 
better. grounds than those of early impressions. 

Good Vrowe Bona was thoroughly grieved at the be- 
reavement of her dear boy's society. She felt tts though 
she could have gazed on him for ever, and as he left the 
castle she was strongly impressed with the belief that she 
should never see him more. . For many hours she knew 
not how to escape from this^ painful feeling; her husband's 
announcement of n?w hostilities seemed to overwhelm her 
with unusual tenor. She knew that Yrank was to come 
back with Duke Pbilip-s forces; and a heavy presentiment, 
which, with the weaknesses of superstition, she encouraged 
rath^ thfin i^paress^ told her that the coming contest 
«oald b^ fraught wUb ^^ calamity to tb« house of Bor- 
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selen. Glad of any ei^ape from such s^ bodingft^ she 
hunied off to her homolj occupations, like a regi^ func* 
tiopary of ^. more recent date, 

''Nothing loth 
To marinate h^ fish, and sAaaon Invth." 

During the progress of these home-feelings and domestic 
considerations on the part of the family of £versdyke, the 
elated party of the Hoeks indulged, as was fairly allow- 
able, in some extravagance. For the first time for a long 
course of years they saw themselves with the upper hand, 
and if it opened cordially to the grasp of good fortune, it is 
not astonishing that it should become sternly clenched in 
the very face of the foe. The Hoeks, in fact,^assumed an 
attitude of vip^orous decision ; they soon showed themselves 
at all points m great force. The English troops, under the 
guidance of Lord Fitz-walter, landed without opposition 
on the coasts of Holland and the Island of Schowen, and 
spread themselves in the various towns, which now unhe- 
sitatingly acknowledged Jacqueline, in virtue of the right 
which never fails to be awarded to might. Young Lewis 
of Hainault, Van Monfoort, the Hemsteds, and other lead- 
ers, put themselves at the head of their respective contin- 
gents. Rudolph Van Diepenholt set forth on a round of 
exhortation to the sea-faring interests of the state, and 
Jacqueline, overcoming all personal emotions, took at once 
that attitude of active influence to which her station was 
so well entitled, and her character so well adapted. 

And very soon was the whole exertion of her own and 
her friends' energies called forth. The limited theatre of 
action hunied on events and crowded the doers into a nar- 
row space. Ere Vrank Van Borselen reached the shore 
of East Flanders, John Uterken, with his expedition of 
considerable force, had left it ; and, promptly navigating 
those inland seas, he within two days maide his landing 
good, near Haarlem, to which place his father had retired, 
and with equal despatch and skill he advanced upon the 
town. But ere he could reach it, or take up a position of 
defence, he T^ras vigorously attacked by Jacqueline's forces^ 
und0r Fitz-walter ^d thpoth^s leaders; while she herself, 
hef faoMf in h^i^d, a^4 ?9<>W^^ 9^ ^ g%U^( 4^!^ % Vf\ 



Digitized 



by Google 



98 JACaVELINE OF HOLLAND. 

from the English lord to replace the one she had lost, rode 
along the ranks, harangued the troops, and was present 
throughout the action. The Flemings were, after a bold 
resistance, totally defeated and dispersed, young Uterken 
escaping from the field with great difficulty, and taking 
refuge with his father in Haarlem. 

During the fight, the English, the Hollanders, and Zea- 
landers, vied with each other in acts of courage; but when 
it was over the rivalry ceased. Then faction took up the 
task which valour had but half finished, and the butcher- 
work of warfare began. Every Hoek who held a prisoner 
instantly commenced putting him to death, without regard 
to the pleadings of humanity or justice; these unfortunate 
men being Flemings, and therefore meriting on no pretext 
to be put out of the pale of generous hostility. Jacqueline 
was reposing after the fatigue and excitement of the ac- 
tion, in a tent not far from the scene, attended by her faith- 
ful Benina, who, though unable to overcome the timidity 
which kept her distant from the conflict, was ready at the 
princess's side to congratulate her on its result. Lord Fitz- 
walter, too, was with her, as he had been all through the 
fight, forcing her to keep aloof from its more imminent 
perils, and when her courage urged her on, opposing his 
armour-covered body between her and the arrows, which 
flew thick, but from which neither of them received any 
harm. 

While they now exchanged hurried observations on the 
event, and mutual expressions of compliment and courtesy, 
an English officer came forward and announced to his 
general that their Dutch allies were, without mercy, de- 
spatching the prisoners in the most summary manner. 

"What then, is there some new attack? Are we sur- 
prised ? Is the victory to be gained again ?" cried Fitz- 
waher, springing forward and seizing his sword, ip the 
prompt movement of courage that never imagines defeat. 

" No, my lord," replied the officer, "there is not a foe to 
be seen, but those poor wretches whom the Hoeks are do- 
ing to death." 

"This must not be. Madam?" said Fitz-walter inquir- 
ingly ; but Jacqueline had anticipated the question, by quit- 
ting her seat and rushing towards the opening of the tent. 
Benina aiid the Englishman^ with some guards and attend- 
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ants, followed the countess. Impelled by humanity, she 
ran forward to the nearest group of soldiers, whom she saw 
indeed employed in their ferocious work, killing with knife, 
sword or battl^axe the defenceless Flemings, who with 
scarce an exception stood the butchery in the sturdy iierce^ 
ness of despair, scorning to ask the boon of life which they 
knew would be refused them. But one wretch seeing a 
sudden gleam of hope in the approach of Jacqueline, sprang 
from the man who already raised his battle*axe to give him 
the death-blow, and with loud cries for mercy ran towards 
her, whose looks beamed with the angel attributes of power 
and pity. The disappointed murderer flew after his victim ; 
and ere the latter could reach the safeguard he reckoned 
on, a blow, desperately meant but imperfectly aimed, fell 
on his shoulder instead of his head, and he sunk weltering 
in blood at his pursuer's feet. The latter immediately flung 
down his battle-axe, and drawing the dagger from his gir- 
dle he prepared to plunge it in the wounckd man's throat. 
But at this moment Fitz-walter, who had outrun the rest, 
seized his arm, and Jacquehne, close to him, commanded 
him to release the Fleming. 

" Release him 1" cried the astonished Qiles Postel, Van 
Monfoort's fkjuire, for it was he who enacted this ferocious 
part. " Do you not see^ Madam, that he is one of those 
rascal Flemings V^ and he accompanied the words by a 
sudden jerk, which freed his arm from Fitz-^alter^s grasp, 
and- brought the dagger close to his prostrate prisoner's 
throat. 

" Wretch 1" cried Jacqueline, throwing herself on her 
knees, and placing her hands before the dagger's point, 
while Fitz-walter and the other ofiicers s^ed Giles Pos- 
tel, and violently separated him from his gasping victim. 
. " Villain !'' exdaimed Fitz-walter, ** how can you do this 
cruel deed r 

"Villain, you call me?" said Postel, in rude and broken 
French, and with a brutal tone, "and for killing my law- 
ful prisoner? How many did you and your English king 
put to death after the fight of Agineourt?" 

" Fellow 1" exclaimed th^ Englishman. 

*^0h, answer him not. Lord Fit^-walter!" cried Jacque- 
line. "Fly, fly and stop. the massacre! Loo)^ itt yo^ 
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cruel chiefs, whom I blush to call my countrymen, how ' 
they stand coolly by and see these monstrous deeds!" 

Then turning to Giles Postel, she continued — 

" Base-minded slave, how durst thou parley with yon 
noble lord, or bandy words when thou shouldst obey? For 
this bloody act, and for thy insolence, I command thee ne- 
ver to meet my sight again. Ludwick Van Monfoort even 
shall not claim thy pardon." 

" Your mother, countess, would not treat me thus^she 
is less squeamish," replied the squire with a sullen scowl, 
which at once toade the blood mount to Jacqueline's brow 
and thrill in her veins. 

"Audacious wretch! Wouldst thou dare asperse my 
noble mother ?" 

"Asperse!" muttered the fellow, with a malignant and 
contemptuous curl of his lip. 

" Holy Virgin, grant me patience !" exclaimed Jacque- 
line. " Away, miscreant, lest I send thee prematurely to 
thy doom 1 Go, skulk among the butchers of the camp — 
live in the shambles, and never dare appear again in ho- 
nourable arms!" 

Giles Postel met this sentence with a look of ruffian rage, 
but he did not move. 

" Oh, God !'^ continued Jacqueline, raising the head of 
the wxninded man, "why am 1 forced into scenes like 
these, which I must work out with such vile instruments ! 
may not the blood of this poor wretch which stains my 
robe discolour my reputation? For how will histoiy tell 
this murderous tale? May not its heavy hand, that never 
falls light on princes, load me with the odium of the deed I 
execrate, and its false pages echo the pestil^at breath that 
**ten now taints tny fame !" 

"It shall not be my fault else!" muttered Postel, with a 
diabolical expression of countenance, as he picked up his 
battle-axe, wiped the blood from its blade, and slowly retir- 
ed. Jacqueline, with Benina and her attendants, quickly 
followed up this first instance of her humanity, and in as 
far as k was possible she put a stop to the massacre. Many 
lives were saved by her means and the assistance of the 
English troops, who, having no particular cause of hatred, 
were on this occasion as ready to be the saviours, as they 
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would have been in their own personal quarrels, to become 
the destroyers of the beajen foe. For such was the spirit 
of the age, in which an idolatry for what was called ho- 
nour, and a disregard for every feeling of humanity, seem- 
ed the ruling principles of man. 

As to Jacqueline's conduct on this occasion, while we 
pronounce it generous in one aspect, we can hardly call it 
just in another. Giles Postel acted quite in unison with 
his fellows, and with those who should have known better 
and felt less fiercely. It is natural to abhor the tiger-prin- 
ciple of cold blooded cruelty, wise to prevent it, but not fail 
to hate the beast, formed by instinct, or the being made of 
habit. At any rate it is unwise to turn either the brute 
or the human monster on ourselves. But a* bold and proud 
mind overlooks consequences and scorns them ; it flies to 
the rescue, nor regards results. So did Jacqueline ; and 
she soon had cause to rue, although perhaps she did not 
repent her conduct. 

The effects of this first battle in Jacqueline's favour, 
were, as is usual in such cases, prodigious. The wavering 
became decided, the timid bold, and the brave prudent. 
Cowards are ruined by success, for they invariably become 
rash. But the courageous man who is calm and unruffled 
in the contest, is sure to plant reflection on the vantage 
ground of victory. Another action soon took place be- 
tween the adverse parties, near Qouda. But in that affair 
neither English nor Flemings had to do. It was one of 
those exquisite bits of social slaughter, so cherished by Flo- 
ris Van Borselen — and not by him alone — and Hoeks and 
Kabblejaws there met hand to hand, without any intrusive 
foreigners to snatch their pleasures or share them. The lat" 
ter faction was again defeated; and the triumph of the vic- 
tory soon reached the walls of Utrecht, and half rejoiced, 
half terrified, our old acquaintance, Zweder Van Culem* 
burg, the very reverend count bishop of that important place. 

For the worthy prelate, during all the rapid circumstan- 
ces of Jacqueline's success, had been tossed in a conflicting 
tumult of doubt. It was not /rom any lack of the craven 
impulse above alluded to that he did not become as rashly 
impetuous as any coward in tlae country. Had he mixed 
in the tide of victory, he would no doubc have partaken 
the gale of triumph. But he waa quite aloof from all the 
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busdiiig excitomelit of actioa. He had 6«rtainly on fte- 
quent occasions harangued from the altar and held forth in 
Uie pulpit, in a very martial tona He recommended his 
people to put on their armour and to gird their loins, and 
made sundry allusions to Gabrid's fiery sword and the urim 
and thummim of Aaron's breastplate. But while all these 
scriptural exhortations seemed to mark him on the high 
flood of valour, there was a sort of back-water of what is 
generally known as its better part, that regularly brought 
back Bishop Zwedet at night to the very place he had 
started from in the morning, and preserved him in a state 
of most agitating ^uncertainty. The results of this will 
be seen in the sequel. But in the mean time the chapter 
and people of Utrecht went on vigorously in the good 
eause which their prelate left in abeyance. Their ships 
were promptly fitted out and manned. Jacqueline's light 
blue ensign floated on them; and William of Brederode^ 
her gallant admiral, soon cleft the Zuyder Zee with fifty 
prows, of vessels impelled by favouring winds and the oars 
of her staunch adherents. 



CHAPTER XL 

TsT while all went thus apparently well with Jacque- 
line, she alone formed a contrast to the elation of her party. 
She neglected nothing that could serve the common cause; 
her activity was untiring; she sped from place to place; 
received and replied to deputations from the towns ; and 
presided over every movement, civil or military. Yet 
all was performed with the air of an automaton, that has 
ihe faculty without the feeling of action. Common ob- 
servers did not perceive this ; for there was at all times a 
high, not to say haughty bearing in our heroine, that was 
rarely changed in her intercourse with ordinary people^ 
and through which they could not penetrate, to discover 
if she was affected by weal or wo. But to those in her 
intimacy the depression of her mind was evident, even 
though they could not fathom its inmost depth. Her 
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tother, Lewis of Hainault, and LordFit2valter saw an! 
«iarvelled at it. Benina Beyling alone was in her confi- 
dence, and alone knew the truth. 

It was now four days after ihe victCMfy of Gouda, in 
which Jacqueline had borne no shares and she was within 
an hour of entering h^ town of Amersfort at the head of 
a large portion of her native troops. The English allies 
were all concentrated and cantoned in the island of 
Schowen, their head quarters being the town of Zurio 
Zee. It was not tlu>ught politic to excite ai^y feeling of 
rivalry in the good patriots of Holland, against the foreign- 
ers whose superior discipline and equipments might give 
rise to humiliating comparisons. Lord Fitz-walter, there^ 
fore, attended Jacqueline's movements without any ap- 
parent command, and more as the rej^esentative of Glo^ 
cester, her affianced lord, than as the commander of the 
English army. He rode close to her on the present occa^ 
«ion, accompamed by Lewis of Hainault ; and the lively 
saJUes of the one, with the serious efforts of the other, were 
^exerted to the utmost to che^ the object of their equal 
anxiety, and i^ake her weai: the best air in entering the 
town, which was her chosen re^dence, the seat of her 
government, and where her mother awaited her arrival 
with all the energy of a proud spirit anxious to display its 
triumph. But all the efforts of the gay brother or the 
grave lord (and in the gravity of the !^nglishman there was 
«n emotion deeper than mere diplomacy,) were ineffectual 
to subdue the profound air of melancholy which oppressed 
the victorious Jacqueline. 

In all her movements from place to place^ Jacqueline re- 
jected the use of those horse-litters, the common convey* 
anceof women of rank; and being most expert and grace- 
ful in the 'management of her palfrey, her delight in the 
exercise was probably mixed with pride in displaying 
.herself to the people in the most becoming aspect. She 
now rode along, accompanied by a suite befitting her state. 
-Several attendant ladies formed the most attractive part of 
her train; and among them Benina held, as usual, the 
place closest to her mistress. At about a league's dis^ 
tance from Amersfort a halt was made, to finally arrange 
the order of the procession in which the town was to be 
•entered, and the Countess Dowager of Hainault, with the 
Vol. L 10 



Digitized 



by Google 



104 ixcqjsiSLnfii or HOi.i.JLii]r«. 

deputation of citizens, be met on an occasion so imporfsoic 
"Wliile the chiefs busied themselves in their various stations^ 
Jacqueline beckoned Benina towards her, and riding a lit-" 
tie apart from the rest, she spoke — 

'* Come close to me, Benina-^-keep near me in this meet^ 
ing with my mother — ^in this double trial of her shame 
and my own. Even though I may not seek the solace of 
thy words, thy very looks of sympathy will support me." 

"My duty ever keeps me where my gracious mistress 
wills— and would that I had power to remove the feeling 
I am so little able to relieve !---4o show the injustice of her 
harsh judgm^it on herself" 

" Benina, you speak against your conviction " 

"So may the Virgin help me, Madam, as I speak truth t 
I think you have no cause for self-reproach, yet I see you 
suffer, as though you were as criminal as you are guiltless " 

"Benina, thou art thjrself of noble blood — ^thouknowest 

the pure pride of womanhood — and yet thou boldest that 

I, a princessj am not disgraced by what would have 

^brought shame to the simplest gentlewoman of my tmin I" 

" Heaven witness for me, my kind mistress, as I see with^ 
other eyes, and as I believe most truly, the two matters on' 
which you have given me your gracious confidence. As 
to his highness of Glocester's conduct, it cannot bring re^ 
proach to you." 

" No, Benina — ^that I could bear, for I could prove it false 
— but it brings selfK^ontempt home to my heart's core I I 
feel the scorn of his rej^tion rankling deep I" 

"Use not that word, good Madam, it does not suit the 
case. The duke wooed you in all the fervour of a lover, 
and won your consent to his suit — " 

" And now abanSons me, for scenes oi low intrigue and 
libertine adventure ! Has Jacqueline of Holland ^survived 
that truth!" 

"'Tis not so, Madam; in good sooth you do yourself 
dishonour, and may do his highhess wrong—" 

" Tut, tut, Benina ! I saw his perfidy in his glance, the 
first moment of our meeting in that fatal forest — doubly 
fatal to my dignity ! His every look confirmed it in our 
conference with Bishop Zweder, whose coarseness at least 
brought out the truth from this false duke, and Van Mon^ 
foort's recital of the scene at Urk proves the worst" j 
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^ Deal lighter by hia highness, Madam — consider the 
toils in which he is beset-^the influence of the other dukes^ 
the interests of England." 

"No influence, no interests, Benina, should stand between 
an honourable man and the woman to whom he is pledged." 

" But, Madam, you take for granted, perhaps premature- 
ly, a sentence winch the duke has not yet pronounced on 
himself;' 

" Yes, yes, he has, Benina.-— He whose words or looks 
throw even a doubt upon his troth is condemned beyond 
redemption-^— but let ttus pass I It is a subject more political 
than personal — ^it wounckmy vanity, my pride, my honour, 
but it does not touch my heart. I have in this case expos- 
ed no weakness* as a woman, betrayed no duty as a sove- 
reign. But in that other, Benina J Oh, what an age of 
fihame have I brought on myself by the folly of a mo- 
ment!" 

" Forget the unworthy topic, Madam ; let your mind 
turn back into its proper channel. Think upon royal Glo* 
cesterin a fitting light. I feel assured' he will soon return 
to you freed from those state-obstacles that trammel himi 
to make you his own—" 

"Never, Benina, never! I swear to you that Glocester 
shall never possess this hand i No forced allegiance shall 
bind him nor any other to me — ^nor could I now bestow this 
heart, such as a chosen husband should possess it." 

A deep sigh accompanied these words, and Jacqueline 
pressed her hand against her bosom to keep down the ris- 
ing weakness. 

' " Alas, alas, Benina, dost thou not pity thy poor mistress? 
Thy pity I will take — ^nay ask, while that of others would 
drive my proud spirit mad. But thou hast been all to me 
in many a trial — ^my friend m defeat and sonow, and now 
not less so in victory and shame." 

" Dearest madam—" 

"Nay, speak not, my kind Benina, it is vain to oppose 
this utter anguish. Have I not disgraced my birth, my 
station % Has not that luscious poison that I longed to 
taste entered myyeiy heart % Have I not plucked the fatal 
firuit of knowledge and discovered my shame — or culled 
that other 83 treacherous, which travellers tell us is bloom 
«riXhout| but ashes within? Even so was that one deep 
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draught of love's bitter waters — for it was love! Yes, Be- 
nina, I felt the bright unbuming flame dart through mjr 
soul — my head reeled and my breast heaved in the intozi- 
eating influence, and I, at last, for the first time m life — iu 
my six and twentieth year, Benina, really felt the passion 
whose power they would limit to the first spring of youth f 
and for whom ) A stranger — a mere youlh compared i& 
me — a creature of Burgundy — nay more, nay worse than 
all, one of that base and odious faction, my country's bane, 
my own worst enemies^ my rebel subjects f Oh, 'tis too bad f 
Remorse has no sting poignant enough to punish me 1" 

" I must, I will speak to you, my mistress, and you will 
pardon me, I know. Indeed, madam, you do yourself 
wrong ; you could not have loved this youth, so briefly 
seen, so soon to be forgotten; He did you a service^ he 
bravely threw himself 'twixt you and danger, you felt a 
natural gratitude, that's all. This is not love, my noble 
mistress, you mistake the passion quite." 

" List to me, Benina I Thou art wise, good girl, but in 
thine own conceit, when thou wouldst take a tone of deep 
experience over thy poor mistress. Alas ! my friend, it 
needs no years of study, no learned lore to read Love's les* 
8on& The voice of Nature, speaking in the gentie air, and 
breathing in the wild-flowei^s odour, is not more easily un- 
derstood than love's whisp^i:ings in the breast. Its light is 
like the sun's. The heart is as ready for its first beajm, as 
is all earth to catch the opening glance of day. Sensation 
is but a clasped volume till it touches the ^ring. Oh^ it is 
not to be mistaken. Alf else may be assumed — friendship^ 
valour, piety — but love admits no counterfeit. Y/ee, it was 
love that urged m% towards him, that threw him in my 
way, that laid ^e snare to which I rushed so rashly — ^but 
it was fate, Benina; I was doomed, and might not escape 
my lot !" 

" Impossible, my beloved mistress* It could not be that 
jou. could love suth a man as that, without one single 
badge of nobility, to say nothing of royalty, to which you 
are entitled in a lover— one noteless, quite imable even to 
give a name in answer to Lord Fitz-walter's challenge^ or 
the Duke's command. Would not the Countess of Hol^ 
land have felt the proud blood tingle in her veins 1^" 

" She did feel it tingle, alas I flOaal'^ 
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^ A mere adventurer, my mistress I Perhaps an outlaw, 
at best some low-born hunter " 

" Nay, nay, Benina, thou art too rapid in thy conclu- 
sions. The youth had nobility stamped on his mien, wis- 
dom 'was in his words, valour and chivalry in his whole 
bearing. Never did love tempt a woman in fairer guise, 
and had not that badge been on his bosom, branding him 
as the hot iron sears a felon, and marking him my foe, — 
but what do I say? Evei\^ had he not displayed that (Jam- 
ning proof of enmity, have I not seen him since with vile 
associiates, carrying that cap which marks each insolent 
head aa that of a rebel subject? And to such a one as this 
have I given my girdle — a mark of honour such as princes 
have fought for, ay and not often gained. Shame, shame, 
Jacqueline ! Hurried away by impulse — ^by passion even 
— to scandalize thy race. But did he not risk his life to 
save mine? And if in a double sense my enemy, was not 
his conduct the more generous ?" 

" Madam, he knew not that — ^" 

" Peace, prithee, good girl, nor labour so hard to rob me 
of my only consolation." 

" Indeed, Madam, I am sure the young man knew you 
not, but would have done as much for any female in like 
peril." 

" The more a hero he ; for others gave the reins to their 
coursers in that perilous hour, and returned just in time to 
reap the glory he had gained " 

Jacqueline had no sooner uttered this, than she felt ita 
injustice. It did not require the deep blush on Benina's 
cheeks Ujj^ from remorse at her own timid desertion, and 
half friJMmsentment at the aspersion on Lord Fitz-walter) 
to bring'iK Countess to a true sense of her words. She^ 
■yith her usual frankness with her favourite and confidant, 
acknowledged that she had spoken liastily, but she did not 
confess, perhaps did not quite understand, the feeling that 
had moved her. 

'* Indeed you do but justice to the noble Fitz-walter," re- 
plied Benina to hef mistress's apology ; " he has often and 
often told me he would peril his life a thousand times in 
your service." 

'^He ^sdonesa Benina," answered Jacqueline: "ne- 
10» 
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▼er may I forget hia conduct in the htte fight, nor the risks 

he braved to keep me from them." 

Benina glowed still deeper at this tribute to the English- 
man's praise, yet shuddered in revived horror at the dan- 
gers he had encountered. 

" Ay, my mistress," said she, " and he would again give 
Kke proof of his attachment. Would that you would 
charge him to seek out that presumptuous youth, and drag 
your favour from his bosom!" 

"Forbid it, Heaven! Benina, art thou mad, to breathe 
a thought which might cause the youth's destruction — 
that is, let me say, which might betray my disgraced* 

"Ah, Madam, is the secret then safe in the keeping of 
yon Kabblejaw?" 

"Yes, I will vouch for his honour. Come, Benina, I 
must end this subject here. Let's talk' of it no more — at 
least not of him ! Let me but remember tay own weak- 
ness, and bitterly repent it. Let me gain strength to atone 
for one disgraceful moment! Let me rise up against the 
eppression of my shame, as I did at the meeting of the arch- 
ers, when my heart swelled, and my arm wsi new nerv- 
ed at the very sight of this unlucky man, in his new as- 
pect of rebel as well as foef" 

"And how he skulked from meeting your presence, Ma- 
dam ! Neither I nor Ludwick Van Monfoort could fix our 
eyes oniiim in the whole crowd of traitors." 

" Albeit that his might have been fixed on me P^ thought 
Jacqueline. 

" Well, well, Benina," said she, "here let this matter 
drop, and be discreet, my friend, in proportion ^|0te secret 
is of import. Now let us on with this sad nftoh of tri- 
umph, to meet my mother. And there again, Bemtia, what 
a sting assails me ! My mother, of blood so pure, of mind 
so proud, to be at the mercy of a dastard murderer's tongue ! 
Oh, God4 can it be true what this base Giles Postel bruits 
abroad and boasts of? Can Marguerite of Bavaria have 
leagued with such as he, and urged so foul a deed? And 
did Van Vlyett die a just death ? I cannot, will not en- 
tertain the question — ^my blood boils, yet it freezes again 
with dread to sift the calumny. Let me meet zny mother 
with the best countenance I may!" 
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The order of the processiott was soon resumed ; and Jac«^ 
queline, recovmng her general aspect of proud yet mdian* 
choly beauty, rode at the head of her victorious troops, sup- 
ported by her gallant brother, and the other chiefs who 
had so well fought her battle. The ensigns of the beaten 
Flemings were borne before the main body of the troops, 
and some hundreds of prisoners saved from death graced 
the triumphant march, their chains clanking in sad harmo- 
ny with the insulting crash of music, and the shouts of 
the rejoicing people. 

The deputation of magistrates, attending on the dowa- 
ger countess, met Jacqueline at the city gates. The cere- 
monies usual on these occasions were gone through, and 
the keys resigned by the haughty mother to the hum- 
ble daughter, who at all times, even in her highest state, 
paid a deferential regard to|the parent who had ruled her 
in early life, and who even now held a powerful influence 
^ver her. And justly so ; for though she was the mover 
of her wretched marriage with John of Brabant, she had 
repaired that error of judgment, by a constant adherenca 
to Jacqueline's cause when an open rupture became un- 
avoidable. And also in the whole of the contest in Hai- 
nault against Philip of Burgundy, Countess Marguerite 
had been unceasing in her endeavours with this her ne- 
phew to gain terms for Jacqueline, humiliating herself in 
vain entreaties, laying in a deep fund of hatred against 
the relentless victor, aflfording shelter in her castle at Va- 
lenciennes to her oppressed child, and finally flying with 
her to Holland, and joining her fate with he? a in the con- 
test whiol^as now on foot. 

The g^MBngs over, the cermonies past, and the day clos- 
ed in, Jacqueline was delighted to find a late repose from 
the excitement and fatigue she had gone through. 



CHAPTER XIL 

Enoitgh may have been gathered from Jacqueline's own 
words to give a general notion of her state of mind. But 
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very much beyond our skill would be required to paint, in 
all its conflicting details, the agitation of her various feeU 
ings. Pride struggling with sensibility, and passion bat- 
tling with reason, she strove, how vainly I to hate the ob- 
ject that had caused this tumult in her heart and head. 
Then she would have turned the whole tide of regret upon 
herself, in angry reproaches. But this was an equally 
vain attempt. Human nature cannot be long at war with 
its own weakness. A thousand spontaneous excuses rise 
up with the most rigid self-acousings ; and even with the 
^ very sentence passed by our judgment an appeal goes [to 
the heart, which never refuses mercy. Therefore, when 
Jacqueline was self-condemned, she was self-p^ardoned ^too. 
It has been seen with what warmth she repelled Benina's 
undervaluing hints relative to the young stranger. The 
very pride which reproached her weakness was interested 
in upholding its object. So while the strongest of her self- 
accusing passions was thus neutralising its attack, no 
wonder that those which rose in her defence gained a com- 
jplete though unacknowledged victory. Had in fact the 
youth who had so gallantly defended, perhaps saved, her 
life — who was so brave, so elegant, so handsome, been also 
a partizan of her cause^ she would unhesitatingly have in- 
dulged the feeUng he had so strongly inspired. For Jac- 
queline, panting from early youth for that passion which 
she felt herself so capable of enjoying, was instinct with 
the conviction that it would and ought to level sUght 
shades of distinction between age and rank. She had for 
years looked out with an intense, but to no other eye visi- 
ble, anxiety, for some one to whom she could give her af- 
fections. But she felt that esteem, admiration, and per- 
haps gratitude should first be due; and she had never met 
an object that united such claims, with that not-to-be-de- 
scribcii attraction which consists neither in person, manner, 
or character, but .which throws a hue over each, that 
makes a womai^ satisfied that all is better than perfect — 
that it suits and sympathises with herself It is this that 
accounts for so many attachments, which to common ob- 
servers appear incongruous. But similarity is not necessa- 
ry to produce sympathy. Colours the most opposite blend 
together, and form a whole of beauty. Sounds the most 
different produce barmony. Dispositions the most varied 
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go well in fellowship ; perhaps because we at once submit 
to and value what is so distinct from our own habitual 
tone of thought and feeling, too common to ourselves to 
be prized in another. 

Humphrey of Glocester had come nearer to the moral 
standard which Jacqueline fancied she required, than any 
of the princes who had sought her han4 or any of the 
nobles she had an opportunity of i:nowing. Had circum- 
stances permitted, and had he followed up the momentary 
feehng excited in the tent of the Zevenvolden, it is more 
than proljable her regard for him might have grown fast, 
through those gradations which form the respectable but 
artificial attachment generally called love. But Gloces- 
tor's subsequent manner during that interview quickly 
checked the incipient sentiment, and perhaps prepared 
Jacqueline the better for the reception of that which was 
so soon afterwards excited. And how forcibly did that ex- 
plain to her at once its own nature, and that of those she 
had previously experienced ! We do not pret<ind to say 
tha{ our heroine fell all at once into those ecsta'oies of pas- 
sion, which the spells of fairy-land are supposed to inspire. 
But it is most certain that she did grow redolent of that 
magic balm of feeling, which soothes and purifies the mind 
on first meeting with the being whom nature intends t'hat 
it shall love. That pleasure in what we see of them, that 
wish to know more, that indefinable conviction of thek 
worth, on grounds that we care not to examine; and that 
sometkingy which supplies the absence of the very qualities 
we h$Ld ever before thought essential to the inspiration we 
then acknowledge. 

These are among the 63rmptoras of that passion which 
many for themselves may doubt— which some will perhaps 
confess to— but which all must believe to be that which 
influenced the whole future fate of our heroine. Had she 
felt it for the first time ten years earlier, she might have 
escaned from its efiects. But at her age it 'was never to 
be ettaced. The bud which opens to an April sun may 
close again and ripen for some later ray; but the full-grown 
flower, catching the Summer's beam that bursts its prison, 
must either bloom or wither in the glow. So was the fate 
of Jacqueline's heart at stake. To combat the impression 
she had admitted ia her own despite, formed the great 
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business of her life. But as all feeUngs of high enthusiasm 
are strengthened by opposition, whether from oneself or 
others, she thus in endeavouring to stifle those sensations^ 
unconsciously preserved and nourished them into a passion. 
But many auzUiary feelings lent their aid to harass her too 
sensitive mind. That arising from Glocester's conduct 
may be well imagined. Those connected with Giles Pos- 
ters wide-spread insinuations concerning her mother were 
now the uppermost of her anxieties. 

Marguerite of Burgundy, Duchess Dowager of HainauU 
and Holland, was one of ihose second-rate characters of 
history and inferior beings in creation, which may be all 
described by one sentence. Haughty, harsh, cruel ; with 
little talent to redeem the want of virtue ; upholding her 
child from pride rather than affection; and only sent down 
to posterity by the fortuitous circumstance of her birth, and 
her admitted confederacy in attempted crimes; too common 
to the age in which she lived to gain even the revolting 
tribute of our wonder. Every rank of society was in those 
* days imbued with an indiflference to human life that seems 
repugnant to man in a civilized state. Reckless of their 
own, they lose much of their claims to admiration for deeds 
of apparent heroism. Unsparing of that of others, they in- 
spire disgust rather than horror — for murder was a com- 
mon-place, every-day occunence. Kings, princes and 
nobles walked abroad reeking with their victims' blood, as 
butchers of to-day parade their shambles. We loathe their 
deeds but scarcely shudder at them, as we do in imagining 
the high-wrought atrocities that leads to modern guilt 
The frequent poisonings and poniardings of the times we 
treat of, and the assassinations byxpistol-shot for full two 
centuries later, deprive those events of much of the romance 
which attaches to daring and unusual deeds, particularly 
to deeds of blood. There is really something more singu- 
lar, and therefore more striking, in the picture of an indi-> 
vidual shrinking from such acts, and in the efforts of per- 
suasion necessary to excite to their commission. Such a 
scene we shall presently have to describe. 

It was now night The external rejoicings bad ceased ; 
and the strong castle of Amersfori was undisturbed and 
fiileht. The household had all retired. . Benina Beyling 
bftd left Jacqueline's apartment Her women were di^ 
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Countess Marguerite, who sat by the side of the little plat- 
fiMrm-flia which stood the copper brazier ynih burning char- , 
009,1, the means then used to warm all rooms but dining 
balls ; and even in these the fire was generally made against 
a reredosse, the " multitude of chimneys," so marvelled at 
by a later English chronicler, not having become common 
m Europe. 

The conversation of the countess, prolonged far beyond 
the usual hour of retiring, turned upon the recent events. 
The dowager took the lead in the discourse, asking many 
questions of her daughter as to the progress of her^arms, 
the particulars of the battles, and the state of matters with 
Glocester, to all which inquiries Jacqueline gave respectful 
answers, but in some instances with reserve, and in most, 
with a lassitude bordering on apathy. Her mother went 
on nevertheless, and with an air almost as absorbed as her 
own, but showing a mixture of xestlessn'^ess with thought, 
as though sonle unformed purpose struggled in her mind. , 
She jan on at times with a fluent string of questions, with- 
out waitij^ for the answers to those first put; and she 
sometimes started, muttered a few imperfect words, or fixed 
her eyes and compressed her lips, in a manner that seemed 
to Jacqueline quite awful, when coupled with the memory 
of Giles Posters dark accusation. She shuddered often as 
she caught the stern expression of her mother's face, half 
in shade and half lighted by the pale red blaze that rose 
from the brazier and tinged its outlines. Chime after chime 
had been told by the castle clock since the attendants had 
retired, but Countess Marguerite took no note of the in- 
creasing hours, and Jacqueline, certain that it was- long 
past midnight, was yet unwilling; ^o urge her mother*s de- 
parture; for she herself felt spell-bound, wishing, yet daring 
not, to broach the subject she would have given worlds to 
speak on. She hoped her mother would give some open-- 
ing which she might lead to it ; and while anxiously watcll- 
ing for such, she started with surprise, and a dread she was 
quite unused to, as the old countess suddenly exclaimed — 
" Van Vlyett did not then die for nought!" 
" Oh, was he then indeed guilty?" cried Jacqueline in- 
voluntarily. 

** Guilty !" repeated her mother* " Perhaps he gave th© 
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draught, which was drugged by aiMAh«f hand-^perhap8 
thy perfidious uncle was seht prematurely to his dooia-— 
all that may be; and by the law the agent of justice ib 
called guilty in such a case. So far poor Van Vlyett paid 
the forfeit of this deed, which restores thee to thy rights^ 
my child ; and as they now seem secured by these lato 
victories, I say he did not die for nought." 

Jacqueline saw she had quite misunderstood her mother's 
exclamation. She shuddered while Van Vlyett's crime 
was thus almost admitted and openly defended ; and the 
acknowledgment that he had an accom^ice terrified her 
quite. But it will be believed it was not for the reputation 
of Giles Postal she was alarmed; She would have uttered 
that name at once and have plainly mentioned the insinua- 
tions he spread abroad, but she was restrained by dread oif 
a bold avowal on her mother's part. She now scarcely 
doubted her guiljt, and she dared not risk destroying its 
only negative disproof, by forcing a confession, perhaps a 
.vaunt of complicity. 

" Gqod my mother," said she with averted eyes, " let us 
not rake the ashes of the dead— if Van Vlyett mi the deed 
for which he suffered, God assoil him, and grant that it 
may not lead to war and mischief instead of the good you 
seef" 

^' How now, Jacqueline I desponding in the very hour of 
triumph !" 

"Not so, my mother— but still uncertain of results, and 
doubtful if a cause resting upon crime deserve success." 

Jacqueline felt that she had said too much — that she had 
almost upbraided her mother. She would have qualified 
her words or claimed pardon for them — but she felt as 
though that would be adding insult to accusation. The 
reply to her' observations relieved her from that anxiety 
only by entailing a greater. 

"My daughter!" said Countess Marguerite, "when wilt 
thou learn by experience strength of mind, as thou hast by 
nature boldness of heart? How mayest thou contend with 
cares of state and thy many foes, if thou canst not see that 
expediency and justice mean the same 1 Can villany be 
softened by fair words, or the wolf subdued by the bleatings 
of the lamb? Must not a trap be laid for the monsters of 
the forest, and aa ambush set for pitiless men? Is it crime 
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to rid ourselves of t jranny ? Thy caiise is good, my child 
**— Hteaven prospers it! But not till usurping Burgundy 
and. imbecile Brabant lie as quiet in their tombs as does old 
John of Liege^ art thou indeed secure. Thou must become 
a widow, Jacqueline. Death, who has no rival for his 
sceptre, must sign thy divorce, since they cavil at Pope 
Benedict. Then Glocester shall have no impediment be*- 
Iween him and thy arms. And when my one weak nephev?- 
Bleeps the long sleep, who knows but Philip, the strong 
one, the insatiate robber of thy rights, may find his hour at 
hand, and leave thee wholly free! Heaven is good, my 
daughter, to raise up instruments for the helpless ; witness 
Van Vlyett, if he did the deed-^Glocester, whose bravery 
is thy right arm ! And oth^s may spring up in thy hour 
of need — or act in thy behalf, my child, without exposing 
themselves (x thee to danger. So now to bed, to bed, and 
dream of happy days! Think that thy mother watches 
and prays for thee. — Hark I Two o'clock I How the hours 
fly! I am late — to bed, my Jacqueline-^rest thee well!". 

A kiss accompanied these words ; and though her mo« 
ther's lips had never pressed hers as softly as she thought 
a mother's should, Jacqueline fancied that they were never 
60 harsh as now. The kiss thrilled through her frama 
She could not return it ; and she made no attempt to speak 
in reply to the final blessing, which was murmured over 
her. The dowager took her ready-lighted lamp, and has^ 
tened from the room, by a door opening into her daughter's 
private closet, and thence communicating with a passage 
jcaning her own, of which passage the two countesses alone 
kept the keys. 

Jacqueline gazed at her mother's figure as it passed 
away, as lightly as though innocence and youth impelled 
it. She would not trust herself to follow up in thought the 
contrast which the truth presented. She was thoroughly 
unhappy ; and a sense of fear oppressed her, as though she 
had been in contact with something unholy ; for, added to 
the dread of her mother's complicity in the deed that was 
done, wus the fear that she contemplated others as atro- t, 
cious. She endeavoured to sleep, but in vain— or if for a "^ 
few brief minutes she sunk in slumber, scenes that would 
have taken hours in real action crowded upon her in fright- 
ful succession. The blackened face and Writhing form of 

Vol.! U 
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her poisoned uncle— Van Vlyett^ on his gibbet — Qiletf 
Postel mixing the fatal draughty or reeking with the blood 
of the slaughtered prisoners, were the principal objects j 
and the figure of her mother gliding through every scene 
added a tenfold horror to each. She started at length from 
her unquiet bed. Her lamp was expiring. She felt as 
though she had been asleep for hours ; and unable to sup- 
port the torture of her (^oubts and fears, she suddenly re- 
solved to rise to seek her mother, and at once put an end 
to her suspense, let conviction bring what pain it mights 
She wrapped her night-cloak round her, took from a table 
the key of the private passage, and passed into her closet 
without a moment's pause. She applied her key to the 
lock with no hesitating hand, for she rather wished to give 
notice of her approach. She entered the pa^eige, and a» 
she gained the opposite door that opened to her mother's 
closet, she stopped an instant and heard the clock strike 
three. She doubted for a moment if she were not the sport 
of magic, — ^again she thought that she still slept — for how 
could such an age of torture have been compressed into one 
little hour ? Recovering this check she pursued her way^ 
unlocked the door, entered the closet, and soon hurried 
through it into the adjoining bed-room. The lamp which 
the Countess Marguerite had carried away still faintly 
glimmered on the table. Jacqueline approached the bed 
with a half desperate determination to ^aken the sleeper,, 
and resolve the question of her innocence or guilt. As she 
raised the curtain, her hand trembled, her heart sunk, and 
«he again felt overpowered with the dread of having her 
fears confirmed. But then in a movement of convulsive 
haste she raised the velvet drapery ; and to her mixed relief 
and terror she saw that the bed was untenanted. 

Starting back in alarm, a pang of personal fear was her 
next sensation — why or wherefore she knew not. But 
might not her mother, in her turn, have fallen a victim to 
the fate she so remorselessly invoked for others ? and might 
not some treacherous hand be near to deal the blow to her? 
As she stood transfixed with fear, a murmuring sound 
broke on her ear, proceeding from the little chapel, which 
was only separated by a small ante-room from the bed* 
chamber. It was her mother's voice I It sounded hke? 
accents from Heaven. 
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**Thank God, thank God !" cried Jacqueline, droppings 
on her knees and clasping het hands, "she is safe — she is 
at prayer! while I suspected, and was almost ready to 
accuse her of crime ! '' 



CHAPTER XIIL 

Springiko on her feet Eigain, she felt inesistibly impel- 
led to steal towards the chapel, to witness and join in the 
orisons which affected her so deeply. She moved quietly 
across the floor and into the ante-room. The door com- 
municating directly with the chapel was open; and this 
temple for private worship — or perhaps for secret sin — ^was 
hung at each side with tapestry, so placed as to admit of 
one person gliding between it and the wall, without touch- 
ing either. The deep and earnest tones of Countess Mar- 
guerite's voice came from the upper end, near the altar ; 
and Jacqueline stole along for some yards, to where she 
knew some cunning oylet-holes were left in the broidered 
web, to allow of an observer looking through without much 
chance of detection. Anxious not to disturb her mother's 
solemn devotions, she scarcely ventured to breathe; and 
placing her eye to one of the interstices, she looked on with 
pious anxiety. 

She saw her mother indeed-^but how accompanied? 
8he sat at a table close below the altar-steps ; beside her 
were two men leaning and listening to her hollow-sound- 
ing voice ; on the table were two tall brass candlesticks, 
from the tapers of which a lurid gleam fell down upon the 
group, showing several open rolls of parchment, two dag- 
gers, and an iron collar, an old instrument of torture; while 
Jacqueline, gasping^ from suppressed agitation, recognised 
beyond doubt in one of the men, the odious countenance of 
the murderer, Giles Postel. His look was as usual, dogged 
and determined. It was impossible to read in it any reflec- 
tion of Countess Marguerite's discourse. Whatever that 
might be, his mind seemed quite made up. Not so with 
tiae other man. He was also young, but his face gleamed 
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with an expression of uncertain fanaticism, as if his whoto 
soul was in the affair debated, but its purpose not de« 
cided on. He leaned forward, holding the edge of the 
table firmly with each hand, and staring into the dowager's 
face as she lectured or read. Her back was to Jacqueline, 
who only saw by h«r gestures that she was in argument 
rather than mere conversation, and with evident reference 
to the parchment before her, which she held open with one 
hand, and occasionally pointed to or struck with the other. 
Jacqueline was for some minutes unable to comprehend a 
word of what was uttered. Confused, shocked, and 
alarmed, all buzzed in her ears. The chambers of her 
brain seemed at once to echo the sounds and render them 
indistinct. The first words she understood were positively 
from scripture ! Was then her mother indeed at prayer ? 
Was she reading from the sacred scroll passages of com- 
forting import to the ruffian who had slandered her, and to 
his unknown but ingenuous-looking companion? The 
thought was one of those meteor gleams which hope casts 
across a generous mind, wishing to think well of another^ 
and striving to shut out the less dazzling light of truth, 
when that other is a relative' and ought to be a friend. 
But in the present instance reality soon dissipated the illu- 
«on. Taking advantage of a moment's pause in the Coun- 
tess Marguerite's discourse, the stranger said, with a con-* 
strained energy of manner. — 

"But even supposing, most gracious Madam, that I, a 
liege subject of our much honoured and grievously injured 
lady. Countess Jacqueline, have a right to slay her op- 
pressor^ — and the weighty reasons you have adduced almost 
convince me that I have — am I authorised as well to slay 
this duke without hearing what he has to say in his own 
defence ? Let me be better assured on that head, I pray 
you. I have considered and studied it well— but St. Aus- 
tin, in his Civitas Dei, is strong on the point — ' Whoever 
slays even a criminal,' says he, * without lawful authority, 
^hall be judged guilty of murder — velut homicidia judicor 
^tur P — What says the pleadings on that head?" 

" Thy scruples, young man, do thee credit, and thy learn- 
ing proves thee studious as well as virtuous. Great ho- 
nour do I hold it to engage such a youth in our holy cause« 
Hearken, then 1 Tbu3 saith the pleadijogs*-^' It is lawful 



Digitized 



by Google 



JACQUELINE OF HOLLAND. 119 

for any subject without any particular orders from any onCj 
but from divine, moral, and natural law, to slay a tyrant ; 
as may be proved by twelve reasons, in honour of the 
twelve apostles. The first three reasons are drawn from 
the authorities of three moral philosophers — three others 
from St. Augustine's dogmas of sacred theology — three 
from. writers on the civil law — aad three from examples 
drawn from holy scripture." 

"Read, read those high authorities," said the young 
man, with strained looks. 

*' To cite the.whole pleading at length, my young friend, 
would consume the night, but hear the names — St. Thomas 
Aquinas, St, Peter, Sabelliars, Aristotle, Cicero, Boccacio 
— and hearken to the summing up—' A subject who puts a 
tyrant to death does a work deserving praise ; being law- 
ful to put him to death, it is allowable to cheat him by 
flattering speeches ; it is fair and just to cut him off sud- 
denly by ambush, when it is to save the Ufe and property 
of one's sovereign from the spoiler,' — and is not Philip a 
spoiler ? — Is not John a tyrant *?" 

" That, noble dame^ I not only admit, but will die for — 
the authorities are good, but St. Austin's words are as 
strong — therefore — " 

"And what says St. Paul, good youth? ' To follow the 
literal sense of the scriptures even, is death to the soul!' 
And what rule of law or morals has not its exception ?" 

" I begin to see the light of these reasonings, my ho- 
noured Madam. Pardon me if I seem bold in pressing the 
argument — ^but the cases from scripture ? — are they noted 
in the scroll?" 

" They are, and argued on at length. The first is that 
of Moses, who, without any authority, slew the Egyptian 
that tyrannised over the Israelites. The second is that of 
the high priest, who had the wicked Athalia waylaid and 
murdered. The third, that of St. Michael, the arch-angel, 
who, without any orders from God, killed Lucifer, the 
most perfect creation that God had ever made. And did 
not Joab slay Absalom the conspirator, even contrary to 
the commands of David, his father and king ? — but who 
afterwards thanked Joab, as a good and loyal knight, as 
God rewarded St. Michael with riches and power, and as 

11* 
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thou shall be thanked and rewarded and honoured, my 
good jouth, when thou hast released thy lawful Sovereign, 
Countess Jacqueline, from one or other of those cruel ty* 
rants who oppress us alL" 

^' The reasoning is unanswerable !" said the joung man, 
with a firmer expression of countenance, as if he were by 
degrees convinced. 

"And what," continued the dowager, "is the conclu* 
sion, drawn from all those inspired arguments of this great 
doctor of. theology, this learned expounder of law, this elo- 
quent advocate of right ? Why this — ^ligt to his words— 
* Such is the proper death for tyrants. They should be 
slain hy ambush and way-lajring, or other the readiest 
means, improper to be used towards good men.' And for 
this reason, we are bound to preserve our faith even to our 
own deadliest enemy, but nevier to a tyrant!" 

"And what faith do we owe to Duke Philip or Duke 
John ? Are they our masters T said Giles Postel, turning 
his leaden look on the Neophite ; " is there a clerk in your 
college, John Chevalier, who c^ prove that ?" 

" And think awhile of her who is your lawful mis- 
tress," resumed the old Countess. " Let your thoughts turn 
to her and her sufferings, from these her odious relations, 
my own nephews, whom I cast off and doom to their well- 
merited fate. For as sure as we see the flame of these con- 
secrated tapers, which I took from yon altar to light our 
conference, so sure shall Philip of Burgundy and John of 
Brabant die the death of tyrants ere a week be passed, and 
then burn for ^ ever in**-" 

A thrill of horror ran through Jacqueline. She leaned 
back against the wall, and did not hear the reiriainder of 
the impious sentence. But her feelings were too much 
wound up, and her curiosity too intense to allow of more 
than a moment*s interruption. She resumed her station 
close to the tapestry, and looked through the narrow open- 
ing. She saw the young student, for such his dress, now 
plainly seen, proclaimed him to be, standing up, one of the 
daggers in his hand, and his countenance lighted to actu- 
al fury, as he exclaimed — 

" Yes, I swear it again and again, one of them shall die 
by this hand, immolated at the shrine of vengeance, in ho- 
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noar of thy beautiful daughter, the Countess Jacqueline^ 
to whose cause I devote myself body and soul 1" and with 
these words he kissed the dagger's hilt. 

*♦ Noble youth !" said the dowager, " thus wilt thou gain 
great glory here, and eternal joy hereafter. But calm thy 
transport. The holy vow taken, we must now regulate 
the means and method of the deeds to be done. How, my 
brave friends, will ye decide on your separate victims ?" 

" It isjto me indifferent;" said Postel, " but I think I had 
better take Philip in my care. I know the ways of his 
people better than my young friend, John Chevaher. I 
hand over to him his namesake, the mock husband of her 
who so inflames his idolatry. And sooth to say, I am not 
such an enthusiast for her sake. I will kill Duke Phihp 
for yoy^ my honoured lady, for the goodly sum in golden 
crowns which fills this purse, and the honourable place 
that is to be the meed of success. The eloquence of Doc- 
tor John Petit and his long pleading wa« not wanting to 
•convince me of the justice of whatever I am well paid for." 

A half chuckle accompanied this speech, as Postel 
chinked a leathern bag in his hand, and then secured it in 
the girdle of his doublet. 

"Take then this dagger!" said the dowager," "it is of 
Milan steel, three sided, and its point should be kept from 
moisture, mind thee ; let it not quit the sheath — ^^ 

" Until it finds a fleshy one in Duke Philip's body. I un- 
derstand you. Countess, and shall not wipe off the anoint- 
ment, trust me !" 

During this diabolical arrangement, the young student^ 
just initiated into the scheme of death, had seized with 
avidity the scroll from which Countess Marguerite had 
drawn her arguments, and he pored over its contents as if 
they were the very manna of righteousness, instead of the 
essence of sophistry, iniquity, and nonsense.* 

* This pleading of Master Jean Petit in defence of the Duke of 
Burgundy's. having obtained the murder of his couon-german, the 
Duke of Orleans, is given at full length by Monstrelet ; it consists of 
about eighty octavo pages, and is one of the most curious documents of 
the times. The confusion of argument and authorities is quite prepos- 
terous. The Psalmist and the Prophet— David and Daniel— the Saints 
lu^ the Apostles— authors sacred and jprofane, aire mixed up together 
with a pmersion of sense, tmth, and justice, in the most monstroiw 
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"Take it with you, noble jouth," said the dowager; 
and the young man immediately folded it up and put it 
under his cloak, while she proceeded — " Take it with you, 
read it word by word, imbibe the inspiration that dictated 
it. And can Philip, my ingrate nephew, dare to throw a 
doubt, even when the dagger is against his breast, on the 
high authorities which justified his own father, my belov- 
ed brother, whom God pardon, for ridding the world of a 
tyrant, not half so pernicious as he is himself? No, he, 
nor his poor minion, John of Brabant, nor their creatures 
and tools, may controvert one argument, much less avert 
the blows that are about to be deadt them." Will you then, 
John Chevalier, since you are so called — Chevalier that 
will be ere long, by title as well as by name—" 

" And chamberlain to the beauteous Countess Jacqueline I 
Such is your sacred promise. Madam ; repeat it, that I may 
be assured of the only reward I seek, the felicity of daily 
beholding the most lovely being that ever wore human 
form!" 

"Such is my positive pledge to thee, on the honour of 
my noble racel" said the dowager, while the trembling 
Jacqueline grew cold and pale, at finding her fatal beauty 
the inspiration of this young fanatic. 

"I am now then ready for your bidding," said John 
Chevalier, with a solemn tone. 

"Lay down the dagger then," repHed the dowager. 
" Thou shalt do a deed of safe and lawful death — ^but I 
leave to this gallant squire the task of a bloody sacrifice 
and a desperate rifek. Look at this collar !" and with the 
words she took up the rusted engine of suffering which 
lay on the table. " This instrument is made to fit all necks 
— a clasp-more or less straitens or sets it loose — the throat 
it circles, in the grasp of a bold hand, may be made soon 
to rattle in death, or if the 'culprit merit delay he can be 
left to linger as long as justice deems his meed. Methinks, 
good champion of a righteous cause, the narrowest span 
will best suit Duke John of Brabant ! so take it with thee; 

manner. It was recited before the Dauphin, afterwards Charles VIL, 
King of Sicily, and a crowd of cardinals, princes, and other nobles. 
The orator recommending himself and his caase to the protection and 
support of " God his Creator and Redeemer, his glorions Mother, and 
my Lard St. Joha the Evangelist, the Prince of Theologians." 
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seek his privacy on some forged commission. Even if de« 
tected, and this trinket found upon thee, what does it prove ? 
'Tis out of use, and none may suspect it for its purpose- 
it is a good dissembler, and may teach thee a lesson. It 
was picked up by chance — a curious relic, bought for a 
trifle, digged from a ruin, or what not ? A scholar as thou 
art, bold Chevalier, needs' not the hints of a simple matron 
such as me* But read the precepts and reasonings of the 
divine doctor whose noble writings are in thy bosom ; do 
as 1 have done; and learn the whole by heart — to thee, 
learned youth, an easy task — to me a work of labour and 
hard study. But thirst for knowledge can be only quench- - 
ed at the deep fount of truth — and there I have found it." 

" I take this collar and this sacred scroll, as the symbols 
of truth and justice, on the mission of which I now enter,'* 
exclaimed Chevalier, enveloping both objects in his cloak, 
" No danger shall hold me back, no torture terrify me, no 
power absolve me from my vow. What is once consecrated 
can never be desecrated — such is one mighty precept of the«> 
ology— *nd I stand here its living type I" 

'^ And what wilt thou do, in this good cause ?" said the 
dowager, turning to Giles Postel. 

" Plunge this blade into Philip's heart !" was the brief 
and calmly-uttered reply. 

<<£n6ugh — enough!" exclaimed the presiding priestess 
of these diabolical orgies. " Now let us all break up ,' and 
with the dawn be ye both on your several routes. Replace 
these holy candlesticks on the altar — ^recommend your- 
selves to your saints, and speed you on your work ! Good 
night, brave friends, I thank you for my daughter as for 
myself" 

"I need not her thanks," muttered Postel. 

" I will work out my claim to call myself her devoted 
servitor I" said Chevalier aloud. Jacqueline shrunk back, 
half imagining that the glance of his protruding eyes was 
fixed on hers. 

In a minute or two after the dowager had retired, Giles 
Postel took up the candlesticks, and with irreverent care- 
lessness scrambled upon the altar and placed them in their 
wonted stations. While this went on, JacqueUne, bent on 
one purpose, let the cost be what it might, slipped quietly 
(ouad behind the altar,, aiid gaining the opposite side of t^ 
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chapel, stationed herself close to the door of entrance from 
the great corridor, still screened behind the tapestry. When 
Postel had finished his task, she heard him say to his com- 
panion, 

" Well then, wait here awhile— I will descend and see 
that all is safe below, and quickly return to conduct thee 
through the private passage. Meanwhile thou canst say 
a few paters and aves, or a short prayer fDr the souls we 
shall soon send to purgatory." 

As the wretch passed by Jacqueline's station he moved 
the tapestry with his shoulder, which shook, while he 
laughed at his own impiety. She shrunk back, as though 
the very canvas had been a conductor of contamination, 
and looking towards the dimly-lighted altar, she saw Che- 
valier standing still before it. A new notion immediately 
flsLshed across her. She threw off her cloak where she 
stood, and gliding back, she soon gained the rear of the 
altar. Convinced that religious feeling worked deep in 
such a mind as Chevalier's, and knowing that one myste- 
rious sentence had more power on such a mind than vo- 
lumes of evidence, she resolved in the impulse of the mo- 
ment to address some warning to him, to which the state 
of his feelings, and the scene around him might give a so- 
lemnity she could not hope to belong to her. But her own 
frame of mind ^t that instant was as near to inspiration as 
mortal feeling may be ; and there are few men even in a 
less superstitious age who might not have been profoundly 
struck by what followed. Raising her arm, with no pre- 
meditated movement, but thus giving to her figure an air 
such as we attribute to supernatural visitants, her night- 
robes of pure white hanging in loose drapery, and her fea- 
tures concealed by the altar's shade, Jacqueline glided out, 
and exclaimed, in a voice that trembled as though it came 
from the recess of the sacred tabernacle, 

" It \a written — f Thou shalt do no murder I' " 

Terrified as well at the sound of her own voice in such 
a situation, as by the almost phrenzied start of the young 
man and his instant falling on his face on the altar-steps, 
as though her words had violated the divine precept they 
uttered, Jacqueline felt for a moment as if suspended be- 
tween life and death. But the youth as quickly raised him<* 
self on bis knees, and with uplifted bands burst into an ex« 
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cl&mation of prayer. Seeing this she instantly disappeared ^^'^ 
behind the canvass, regained her former position near the J 
door, gathered up her cloak and wrapped it round her ; and \ 
then hearing the stealthy foot of Giles Postel returning up > 
the stairs, she hurried into the corridor, resolved to put her 
first design into immediate execution. Jacqueline had no 
personal fears in confronting this man ; yet she shuddered 
as she saw his figure ascending the stair, in the rays of the 
lamp that burned all night in the corridor. She stood on 
the upper step j and as he placed his foot on it he threw up 
his eyes and recognized her. He started back, and gazed 
at her without uttering a word. 

" Follow me !" said Jacqueline, pointing to a door on the 
opposite side of the corridor towards which she moved. — 
Postel involuntarily obeyed her, for he was as much affect- 
ed by her sudden appearance and manner as was possible 
to a being so little susceptible of abrupt sensations. She 
entered the room, taking the lamp from its marble pedestal 
on the corridor and placing it on a table. She then shut 
the door. As she did so, the ruffian placed his hand on his 
dagger in actual fear of a defenceless and innocent woman. 

"Attempt not to menace me," said Jacqueline, observing 
and mistaking the action. 

" I do not menace you, Countess," said he ; "but ^" 

"But what, then? — Why that hand on your poniard's 
hilt?" 

" Why do you close the door 1 This looks like treachery 
— even. Madam, when I am about to do you important ser- 
vice," and he looked searchingly round the chamber. 

" That the treacherous fear even their own weapons, is 
an old saying," exclaimed Jacqueline; "you may well 
doubt yours, Giles Postel, for it is vowed to a bad cause." 

'"'Tia to yours:' 

" No, I disown, I scorn the service of assassins. I trust 
my cause to Heaven, and will have no other ally. Give 
me up that infernal weapon — I command you on your al- 
legiance — and instantly abandon your base design against 
Duke Philip." 

" Countess Jacqueline," said the ruffian, recovering his 
self-possession on seeing our heroine's agitation and his 
ownsecurity, — "Countess, you have taken Giles Postel for 
the first time in his life at fault — and that is another score 
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in the debt I owe you. It was you then that taoved thd 
tapestry, ere while, which I thought the wind, and which 
my companions did not mark?" 

" Your companion^ fellow?" 

" Come, countess, no insult now I you have hot youf 
English braggarts at your back ; and by Heavens this 
poniard would as soon find a sheath in yours as in Duke 
Philip's breast I Sooner, mayhap, for you have dishonour- 
ed me — ^think you I forget the field of Haerlem? 3e^^BX& 
then, and let me name your mother as I list-— is she not 
Jny companion in this venture ? I know you overheard us 
just now, and can judge of my former hints concerning 
her." 

Jacqueline was overwhelmed with terror at his wordej 
and the look which accompanied his deliberate tone. His 
eyes seemed thirsting for her blood. She turned towards 
the door, intending to fly to the protection of the young 
enthusiast in the chapel ; but Postel stepped between he^ 
and it, and said — 

" No, no !— you shall not escape, to rouse the household 
and betray your best friends-^erhaps to retrace your steps 
to the protection of the English lord." 

"Wretch!" exclaimed Jacqueline^ indignation rising* 
above her fears. 

" One more abusive word, and the dagger is in jout 
heart !" calmly cried Postel, seizing her by the arm and 
laying his hand on the weapon*s hilt. " You have put 
yourself in my power," continued he, " and you must take, 
the consequences. What a fool you supposed me, and 
have proved yourself to be ! Did you then think to bully 
Giles Postel by big words and looks ? Your mother knows 
me better, and you shall know me too. What brought 
you here ? Why did you beckon me in ? What would you 
with me ? Have you turned fickle to Fitz-walter for my 
sake, as you did to Glocestet for his, and to Du^e John for 
Glocester's ? Would you — ^^ 

"Audacious villain !" cried Jacqueline, shaking ofif the 
ruffian's hold, with a tone and look of impassioned dignity, 
which for a moment paralysed his ferocity. " I see that I 
am indeed in your power — ^that I have madly believed my* 
self strong in my hour of utmost weakness, — ^but still I defy 
as sternly as I despise you. I scorn your threats, and dis* 
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O'^m your service. Take my life, if you will---but if you 
have one spark of manly feeling, do not outrage- my honour 
and my innocence, by such atrocious words as these !" 

" Why did you outrage my honour, and turn me over to 
all the infamy your authority could command? Do you 
repent the injury you did me? Will yoti repay it — ^large- 
ly?" 

"I will make no terms with you," replied Jacqueline 
proudly ; " release me now and I promise to pardon you 
and keep silent on this outrage, which I have perhaps rash- 
ly provoked, on condition that you attempt not Duke Phi- 
lip's life." 

" Conditions ! you are truly in good trim to make them, 
Countess, are you not?" said the fellow, his natural brutal^ 
ity' struggling through the awe inspired by Jacqueline's ,^ 
bearing, and the irresolution caused by his conviction, that " 
he had suffered that brutality to carry him too far. 

" What would you of me ?" asked the princess. 

** That on the very first occasion you dub me knight with 
your own hand, as you did at Haerlem to others less merit- j ' 
ing knighthood than I do. Thus you will wipe out the", 
stain'you so cruelly threw on my honour.- Next that you 
pledge yourself to give me ample sums of gold, to equip me 
as a^ champion of your chivalry should be equipped. This 
solemnly sworn to^ you may retire, and learn not to meddle 
with men like me, nor mar tb^ projects intended to aid 
your cause. Refuse these terms, and by this hand I swear 
the door shall open instantly, and a witness from the cha- 
pel — ^you::have seen or heard him— ^hall enter and find you 
clasfped in my armsl" 

" I promise it all I" cried Jacqueline, shuddering with 
disgust and dread, uncertain if the dogged villain might 
not act up to his threat, and only thinking of escape with- 
out weighing the doctrine of moral obligation. " Stand by 
and let me pass, I will do all you require." 

*' Softly, softly, Countess — timers are two points to be 
considered first ; and you will see I hold your reputation 
dearer than yourself. Were you to go out in this dishe* 
veiled dress, and meet on the corrider or stair your other 
champion, or some straggling domestic, what might slan- 
der say ? I will first retire with my friend, young Cheva* 

Vol* L 12 
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lier, and leave jou a clear passage. The next security for 
your honour in another view is this, that you give me some 
token in pledge of your promise ; you might else forget 
it— for princes have short memories, you know I" 

" You cannot doubt my word* Did one of my race ever 
break faith?*' 

" Good, Countess, I have no learning, and am bad at 
logic. Give me therefore^ at once that ruby ring from 
your finger, or the door flies open, and who lists may enter 
it." 

With these words he ma(!e a gesture as if to clasp Jac- 
queline's waist, and laid one hand upon the bolt. 

" Ask not this ringr— it was my father's gift — ^the only 
relic left me of his love." 

" What else have you to give 9 I see nothing but thoiSe 
tresses that may be recognised as truly your's. Shall I 
cut one oflf with my dagger, and wear k like a favour in 
my cap ?" 

" Here, take the ring — profane not my person by touch- 
ing even one curl of hair. Take the ring, and Heaven 
absolve me if it is crime to part with it l" 

She took the gem from her finger and handed it to 'him, 
"Lie there, a credible witness of our compact!" muttered 
he, placing it within his doublet. 

** Now set me free !" said Jacqueline. " Away from my 
presence, and God turn t^^iiardened heart from its terri- 
ble intent!" 

*' Farewell, Countess !" said Giles Postel, with a tri- 
umphant and insolent smile. '^ Farewell, and rememb^ 
this lesson — ^be discreet and silent. Recollect you have 
not only my character in your keeping, but that your 
mother's and your own are at stake. Let your conscience 
be satisfied — you have acted your part well. Leave the 
good duke and your honoured husband to the care of Heaven 
• —and of us. And let me warn you once for all — beware 
of uttering a hint, or~breathing a thought of this!" 

He clapped his hand on his dagger with these conclud- 
ing words, gently evened the door, and left the room. 
Jacqueline sunk on a seat, and almost fainted from the 
revolution of her high-wrought feelings. She was roused 
ta sensation by hearing the ateps of the conspirators aa 
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they descended the marble stair, and the distant closing of 
a door told her they were beyond the castle walls. She 
then sought her mother's room, determined to reveal every 
word that had just passed ; cmd by an appeal to every feel- 
ing of maternal love, womanly softness, or Christian 
charity, to avert the dreadful deeds, towards the execution 
of which the ai^ociates were even theh on their way. She 
soon passed the chapel and the ante-room, and reached her 
mother's chamber. The loud breathing from the bed told 
her she ' already slept ; more shocked by this proof of re* 
morseless cruelty than if she had seen her modier in ago- 
nies of repentant suffering, she could not brave the risk of 
rousing her, and incurring a scene of probable reproach 
and outrage. She passed through the room and the ad- 
joining closet, fastened the door carefully, gained her own 
chamber, dressed hastily, awoke a faithful attendant, and 
before the ^awn had fully broken, she summoned Ludwick 
Van Monfoort IQ a secret interview in her private cabinet. 



CHAPTER XIV* 



Ws must now turn our attention from scenes which have 
80 long occupied it, to others forming-a strong contrast with 
them. We must abandoa both th^camp and the court for 
solitude and desolation; political conspiracies for absorbing 
passion; the Viles of sophistry for tricks of magic; the 
mainland shores of Holland for the lonely and billow- 
beaten island of Urk. 

But before we altogether transport our readers to that 
wild spot) we must go back a little from the regular pro- 
gress of our story, to trace one anterior passage in the life, 
and a few variations in the feelings of a personage who, 
though a while out of sight, has not, we hope, yet escaped 
the reader's mind-^tbeur Aometioie aequamtance Hum- 
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phrey, the good Duke of Glocester. We have not no\r to^ 
treat of him in hia capacity as the champion of a princess^ 
the rival of a sovereign, ox the niler of a realm ; but simply 
:.in that character from the pains of which pride, valour, or 
ambition cannot give impunity — as the slave and victim of 
that fatal passion which swallows in its vortex all the rest, 
and which forms the staple not only of romantic fiction but 
of real life. We have not yet seen Duke Humphrey in the 
light of a lover. It is as such that we have now to paint 
him. 

Glocester's attachment to Jacqueline was composed, na 
doubt, of many of the best elements of love, but not of these 
entirely; for mixed with admiration for her person, and 
iCsteem foi.her virtues, were views of aggrandisement and 
distinction, emanating less in devotion to her than in hm 
own ambition.- Had no other object crossed his path of 
high and honourable duty, it had been well, perhaps, for 
her, and certainly so for him. His attachment might then 
have been by degrees purified from all its dross, and he 
might have loved at once with the fervour of passion and 
the dignity of pride. But his fate was different ; and ere 
long he was doomed to sacrifice all the ennobling qualities 
of such a state, at the shrine of that infatsation which, in 
the phraseology of a writes: of the century later 'than hia 
time, " is no longer love, but a vehement perturbation of the 
mind ; a mpnster of nature, wit, and art ; a burning disease 
and ragixig frenzy; a walidering, extravagant, domineer* 
ing,' boundless, irrefragable, and destructive passion." 

The object which had inspired this very combustible 
ctJibinatiou was a certain damsel called Elinor Cobhlamv 
one of the daughters of Reginald, the third lord of that 
najne. She had been chosen, with other young ladies of 
high quality, by King Henry V., to fill the post of maids 
of honour to the Countess Jacqueline^ when that monarch 
espoused her cause, and received and treated her with such* 
distinction in England four years previously. . When Glo- 
cester repaired to Hainault with his affianced bride, Ehnor 
Cobham was one of those who followed in her suite. But 
after the fatal issue of the war, when the English auxilia^ 
lies were forced to abandon the province they had at first 
CQi;iquered, ax^i QlooQam obliged to return hom§ to tbft 
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duties of his protectorate, the lately appointed maids of 
honour re-accompanied him, leaving Jacqiieline to the at* 
tendance of the faithful Benina Beyling, who remained 
with het at Mons, until the burghers of that her "false and 
traitorous town," as she wrote to Glocester, broke all their 
oaths of fealty, joined Dukes Philip and John her perse- 
cutors, and forced her to fly and t£ike refuge with her 
staunch adherents the Hoeks, in the marshy fastnesses of 
HoUanji. 

Jacqueline had never observed or suppected any thing 
between Elinor Cobham and Glocester, although she nei- 
ther loved him little enough to be on tkp perpetual watch 
of envious vanity, which fiprgets the oRject of its fancied 
attachjpQent to catch at slights and dishonour done to itself 
— nor well enough to have an open eye for all his good 
qualities, but sightless for every violation^ fidelity. Yet 
a projected union of mere political expediency, with a.' 
prince every way worthy of her hand, left Jacqueline's 
heart, as has been amply explained, totally free from the 
tormenting anxieties of love ; and the high-minded woman 
v/l^o has no fixed attachmeni, for an individual of the other 
sex, is sure to possess no feeling of rivalry for one of her 
own. Jealousy, the base born offspring of selfishness and 
envy, is wholly ineompatible with generosity of heart or 
greatness of soid ; for the first is too confiding towards • 
others, and the second too confident in self. 

Glocester had become enamoured of Elinor the very first 
time he saw her, which was at one of the splendid enter- 
tainments given at Westminster, in hcmour of Jacqueline. 
The observation of the amorous and libertine duke 4mB 
attracted by a sylph-liker figure, winding with more than 
common grace through the mazes of the dance ; and the 
ray of romantic enthusiasm which beamed from her dark 
grey eyes, and lit up the expression of her irregular, scarcely 
handsome, but still most striking countenance^ threw also 
into Glocester's bosom that momentary warmth, which in 
court-gallantry is ycleped lova He singled her out, and 
made her his partner in the dance alternately with the 
Dutch princess, whose brilliant beauty and splendid adorn* 
ments could not efiface the impression of the younger and 
less important objecti who had abaady entered into uncour 
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scious rivalry with her. Gloeester had a broad bosom for 
the reception of aaaorous impressions. He found ample 
room for two attachments at onca He resolved on the 
spot to carry on a double design and gratify a double pas- 
sion ; to pay his court to both fair ones, the one on the hig^h 
road of honourable connexion, the other in the winding 
paths of illicit love. 

It has been seen with what success his open and avowed 
project was in the fiist instance carried on ; how he gainied 
the consent of Jaequeline find the countenance of his bro- 
ther, ih% king, wno was well pleased to see English influ- 
ence in the way of being extended and fixed both in Hol- 
land and Hainault, stations ip important as a mart for 
English eommerce, and as a ready road to carry militiury 
operations into the very heart of France; and be it ob- 
served, in passing, that the policy of that day in thisrespect 
has been ever since and must be still the tenacious aim of 
England, until all views of continental influence be aban- 
doned, and she rests satisfied to become an isolated speck 
on the ocean of politics, as in the map of tlie world ; great 
in internal wealth, domestic p«ace, and theoretic knowledge, 
but narrowed and cramped in the science of morals and 
the arts of social life, which, to him who has seen man- 
kind on a broader scale, appear what give the noblest cha-- 
racter to a people, and the highest value to existence. 

Elinor Cobham was nothing loth to meet the flattering 
gallantries of her potent and princely admirer* She was 
ambitious and vain as well as susceptible of more tender 
emotions, and highly tinctured with that irregular talent 
which renders its possessors so liable to such a temptation 
as now assailed her. it^ic self-taught pen and pencil had 
both made frequent and astonishing attempts to embody the 
vague imaginings of her romantic mind. Wildly broiight 
up and almost uneducated, her natural genius supplied the 
place of teaching and example, but it ran riot the while. 
She was deep read in the extravagant romances which 
bounded the lit^ature of Indies of fashion in her time. 
Her father's library open to her indiscriminate use ; and 
though printing had only began to glimmer on the horizon 
of knowledge, she had still great fM)d for such an appetite 
as hers. She early knew, a^ost by heart, the whole con* 
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tents of a copy of "the boke of Bomaunts, shone witb 
claspys and bound with silver," the stories of Sir Launce- 
lot of the Lake, Sir Triston de,.tieonnois and numerous 
others; and she often iUustrated the wild inventions of 
her own muse, whose lessons were learned in such works, 
with illuminations modelled from the curious and precious 
MSS. of " The horn's of Anne of Brittanny," and the like, 
with^a taste if not a skill that would not have disgraced 
Franc^sc<| ^ronese or Girolmo Djpi Libri, the most re- 
nowned artists in that now-fo^ottep line. 

But unfortunately for Elinor she did not confine her stu- 
dies or pursuits to such a course of practice as this. Her 
ardent mind, panting for \|firiety of knowledge, and boldly 
seeking it in the highest ani^ lowest spheres, Imd plunged 
into both the mysteries of astrology and the mystification 
of magic ; but to neither of thaee intri^'e subjects could 
she find her 'VTay alone. Ileading cojifused, and thought 
distracted her ; and she felt tis if relieved from incipient 
madness by the chance discovery that her father's chaplain 
had given himself up, body and sou}, \o^\\ the occult and 
forbidden sciences, a knowledgarof which she was certain 
could never be acquired without k guide. This man's 
name was Bolingbroke, a dark and desperate impostor; 
who, not content with the secret practice of his various 
arts, felt a moral longing for young and inexperienced 
converts, analogous to the desires of some juggling priest 
of old, fM those innocent victim's wko bowed at the shrine 
of his false gods. ' , 

, The intimacy between the professor and his pupil became 
close and deep, more so perhaps than history has revealed 
or we can faXhom. BvA it is obtain that when Glocester 
first made his advances towards Elinor's heart, her mind 
was not uncorrupt She was by nature an adept in co- 
quetry ; art had mattered her into a practised hypocrite ; and 
having been so long labouring to cheat herself, it was not 
astonishing that she should readily follow the tempting 
^ lure which told ^^r she .m%ht dupe another. To marry 
Glocester was her aim and study. Bolingbroke set his 
whole mind to aid her object, and every possible means 
were employed to work on th^ passions and the feeling of 
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him, who little knew the deep dmgn that was undermin* 
ing an4 counteraction his oWp. 

It does not enter into oigr planto detail the manoeuvrin^s 
of female blandishments and priestlj guile by which 
Glocester was met in every advance; how he was coaxed 
on and repulsed by turns ; wound up, let loose, and played 
with, hke afl an angler manages the victim on his hook. 
It is sufficient to state the result. He succeeded in 1^ de- 
signs on Elinor, but it was such success as l>ri^s fuin to 
the victor as well dm tjie fo% he defeats. Glocester bought 
his triumfh by the sacrifice of princely faith, royal dig- 
nity, and personal esteem. In a momefct of delirious dis- 
honour he swore 'to retard his ^j^arriage with Jacqueline, 
and never tb complete it without Ehnor^s consent. • 
^ On these conditions he triumphed, and a long succession 
of excitements increased the growth of a passion which 
indulgence is falsely supposed to- pall, Bcpngbroke w§ls 
deep in the confidence of the guilty lover*, arid he'wfts in 
the sequel despatched to Rome, with full, but secret powers 
from Glocester, to, induce Pope Martin to refuse his consent 
to the demanded annull^lioii of Jacqueline's union with 
her cousin, John of Brabant. It was thus that Glocester^s 
secret persuasfons with the pontifl^ ^ ^^7 what they 
might, were employed to accomplish (while he wus sup- 
posed to thwart) the very object which his enemy, Duke 
Philip, was so assiduously labouring to effect. 

The success of Boltngbroke^s mission has been alreadji 
told, in the conversatioQ of' Vrank Van Borselen with his 
fathar; but ere he could again reach England to report i);s 
results, Glocester, hurried on by the rapidity of Jacqueline's 
reverses, and by the violence of his enmity to Phflip, re- 
solved at all hazards to send a supply of troops to his affi- 
anced, and not yet quite abandoned bride. Even had he 
not been stimulated by this latter motive it would have been 
impossible' to resist the eloqugnt pleadings efhc^r' distress, 
when forsaken by almost all but her mother. Van Monfooft, 
her brother Lewis, and Benina Bering, she poured out ap- 
peals to him, to whom she considered herself bound by 
ties of moral obligation which no sentiment of personal ob- 
jection opposed. The best proo& of Jmcqu^ine's attaeb- 
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' znent and of its nature, are to be found in her letters, writ-^ 
ten at this period, which cleajtjy shoi* the unconsiaamated 
state of her connexion with ujocester, (in opposition to 
what we think the hasty and estj^blished conclusions of 
most historians,) while they offer a good specimen of |he 
epistolary style of those days. One of them is couched 
as follows: — 

"JVIy> vbry redoubt£d Lord anb Father,* 
"In the most humble of n^anners in this world. I re- 
comijaend myself to your goodness and favour^ May it 
please you "to know that I. am now writing to your glori"^ 
ous ^poiiv^6r, as the most j^oleful, most ruined, and most 
treacherously deceived womaa that lives ^ for<on Sunday 
the 13th of this month of June, the deputies of your town 
of Mons, brought Back a treaty* that had been agreed on* 
bftweqp my "^ousins of Burgundy ^d Brabant, which 
treaty had Been made without the knowledge of my mo* 
ther, as she has certified to me by her chaplain. Never- 
theless shei has written me letters, qon^F^i^g ^is treaty 
having been made, but th^t sh^ could in no way adviso 
me, not knowing herself what to ^o, only telling me to 
consult the good folks of this town, to see what aid and 
advice they cotild give Ine/ 

" Upon this, my sweet lord and father, I went on the 
moraow to the town-house, and remonstrated with them, 
that it was at their , request and ttitreaties that it had 
pleased you to leave nfe under their safeguard, and how 
they had sworn on the" holy sacrament and bible to ])Q true 
and loyal subjects, to take good care, and give you good 
accounts of me on your return. To this they bluntly ron - 
plied that they had not force enough to defend me ; and in^ 
Btantly rose tumultuously, saying, that my people wanted to 
murder them ; and in my despite %bey seized one of my sub- 
jects, Serjeeiilt Macquart, and, cut off his head, making pri-. 

* The translator o^the liionstrdlet conjectures, that the word "pere**^ 

. may be taken in the significaUon ofoeer/ rather than /ot/ter, as on anOn 

ther occasiqn. ^ But the signature OH^ letter disproves this, and shows 

that Jacqueline wrote to her affiancect lord in terms of profound ^ut 

qoaint respect, whi^h appear, no d^ubt^ ttrange to modern notions otf 
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soners many others who loved you best, to the amount of 
two hufidred and fifty. They also thought to seize Sir 
Baldwin, the treasurer, apd Sir Louis de Monfoort ; but 
though they failed in that, I know what they intend ddng 
if they can ; for they plainly tell me, that if I decline to 
make peace, they will deliver me over to my cousin, John 
of Brabant They only give me a week's respite, when I 
shall be forced to go into Flanders, the hardest ajid most 
painful thiiig that could happen to me, for I fe^r I never 
shall see you more, unless it jieases you to hasten to my aid. 

"Alas! my redoubted lord and father, my whole hope 
is in your power, seeing that yaa are my only happiness, 
and that all my suiFerings aris^ from my attachment to 
you. I theiefore implore 3«)u, most humbly and for the 
tove of God, that you would be pleased to ^ake pity on 
me, and to hasten to the rdief of your most dolrful crea- 
ture, if you would not lo»e her for ever. I Hope you will 
do so, for I have never done, and never will do aught; which 
could displease you, but I am ready to die for attachment 
to your person an4 power. By my faith, my redoubted 
lord and prinoe, by the love of God and my Lord St. 
George, I beg you to consider my melancholy situation, 
for it seems as if you had entirely forgotten me. 

" Nothing more have I to say at f)resent, but that I ought 
sooner to have sent Sir Louis de Monfoort to you ; for he 
cannot longer remain here, thotigh he kept close to me 
when I was abandoned hy all the rest, and he will tell you 
more particularly all that has happened than I can do in 
a letter. I entreat therefore, you will be a kind lord to him, 
and send me yOur good pleasure and command, which I 
■will most heartily obey. This is well known to the blessed 
Son of God, whom I pray to grant you a long and happy 
life, and that I may have the great joy of soon seeing you ! 

" Written in the false and traitorous town of Mons, with 
a doleful heart, the 6th day of July. 

" Your sorrowful and* well-beloved daughter, suffering 
great grief for your service^ 

"JACayELINE," 

It was impossible for Glocester to resist such appeals as 
these. On the receipt of this letter, delivered into his 
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hands in London bj the faithful Ludwick Van Monfoort, 
he gave himself no time for reflection or scruple. He at 
once made up his mind to accompanj the bold Hollander 
to a proposed meeting with Jacqueline and the Bis^iop of 
Utrecht, which she did not venture to allude to in her 
written communication, but entrusted to Van Monfoort^s 
verbal announcement, and which her secret departure from 
Mons with her mother enabled her to effect. The rough 
but honest Sequence of Van Monfoort made great impres- 
sion on the lord protector ; and the picture presented to 
him of Jacqueline's heroic endurance of all the ills that be- 
set her, caused him keen pangs of remorse, that he could 
only hope to allay by a prompt measure of generosity to- 
wards her. He immediately summoned the ^i\ of Salis- 
bury and Lord Fitz- waiter to a secret council. The for- 
mer of these, inflamed with jealousy against Philip of Bur- 
gundy, #as anxiously longing for the protector's orders to 
set out with a powerful armament, some time in prepara- 
tbn for another invasion of Hainault. But it still requir- 
ed delay to make ready an expedition on so large a scale. 
All, therefore that could for the moment be done, was to 
despatch the advanced guard of three thousand men, in 
itself an important reinforcement, under the command of 
Fitz-walter, to aid the efforts of Bishop Zweder, and the 
Hoeks, in Holland or Zealand, as might appear best, and 
strike a grand blow before I^ilip's preparations for inva- 
sion were complete, or that Bedfwd could interfere in En- 
gland to prevent this co-operation. 

Fitz-walter*s heart throbbed with a joy as strong, but less 
flerce, than Salisbury's ; but it was much lessened by Glo- 
cester's intimation, as soon as Salisbury retired, that he 
meant himself to precede the expedition along with Fitz- 
walt^, to meet Jacqueline and the bishop in the proposed 
rendezvous of the Zeven-volden, and frankly explain to 
her whom he had so much and so long neglected, the cir- 
cumstances which prevented him from personally acting 
in her cause. This generous impulse he resolved, with his 
usual impetuosity, to carry into effect at once, and to set 
out without trusting himself to the dangers of a parting 
interview with Elinor, his courage being strong enough to 
make him separate from her, but not suficient to let him 
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meet her dissuasions, her reproaches, or her tears. Fat 
the influence she had by this time gained over him ^wsm 
almost boundless whenever she was in his presence ; and 
even when absent, Glocester was in the worst species of 
slavery to this artful and impassioned enthusiast, for he 
• firmly believed in her magical skill, and that she held him 
bound to her by some spell of sorcery, with Bolingbroke's 
aid, still stronger than the obligation of his oath, or the 
links of passion. 

What private feelings influenced Fitz-walter's dissatis- 
faction at the protector's decision to accompany liim, may 
be seen hereafter ; but whatever they were, he had now no 
time to brood over them, in the rapid bustle of departure. 
The troops, which had been for some days waiting ready 
in the ships, were in another day at sea ; while Glocester, 
Fitz-walter, and Van Monfoort, in the fast sailing brigan-^ 
tine which had borne the latter to England, were already 
before the wind, in direct course for the Zuyder Zee. 

Just before Glocester put his foot on board the brigan- 
tine, he despatched a missive to Elinor, telling* her (for he 
dared not quite conceal plans which he believed she had 
power to divine) of his ha^ty voyage and its object, an* 
nouncing that Van Monfoort's castle in the isle of Urk was 
his first point of destination expressing his hope that Bo- 
lingbroke would arrive before his return with the pope's 
rescript, and winding up with vows of eternal love and 
fidelity. The missive despatched by a trusty messenger, 
and another sent to the chief counsellors of state, informing 
them of his absence for a few days, but without naming ^ 
for what place, Glocester wrapped his cloak around him, 
and stepped on the vessel'^ deck, threw a glance at the re- 
ceding shores of England, £ind entrusted himself to the 
winds and waves. 

On the night of the day on which we left Glocester and 
Fitz-walter departing with Van Monfoort, from the memo- 
rable meeting in the Zeven-volden, and before the first and 
last named had reached Urk, while Fitz-walter proceeded 
to the encounter of the English troop^ three other persons 
had arrived at the island, in an English ship, which had 
followed as fast as it could sail the one that had carried 
Glocesten Two of the three, persons were females, the 
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third a man of dark and dismal mien, who being spokes*- 
man for the party, demanded of tlie rude household of Van 
Monfoort's castle refreshment and lodging, in the name 
of the Protector off England, for whom he announced him- 
self as the bearer of important letters, and for whose return 
to the island with its chieftain he, as well as his compa- 
nions, expressed great anxiety. But this strong claim on 
hospitality was not needed by Van Monfoort's seneschal, 
nor the rough band, half soldiers, half pirates, who held 
garrison in the absence of their lord. The name of stran- 
ger was enough in those rude times and latitudes to ensure 
the best cheer and warmest welcome of such a feudal den ; 
and the sight of woman was a still stronger warrant for 
the hospitality of those wild retainers of a spurred and belt- 
ed knight, who felt themselves a consequent portion of the 
chivalry which he represented in his sea-girded fief 

The island of Urk,*in the dreary waters of the Zuyder 
Zee, was little better than a refuge for its fierce chi^tain 
when he found the continent too hot, for n itive smugglers 
and neutral pirates, and for the prodigious flights of water- 
fowl which hovered on its strand or floated on its little 
creeks and streamlets. The gloomy air of its low and 
dark-wooded shores was rendered still more so by the time- 
worn towers of the chieftain's castle which rose among 
the trees and the few scattered huts of his amphibious vas- 
sals. It seemed a place formed for the resort of mystery 
and guilt ; and the scene which was quickly acted by the 
three strangers could nowhere have found a more fitting 
theatre than in the dank and dismal chamber where their 
coarse refreshments were served up. 

Stretched on a rude couch and wrapped in a rich man- 
tle of embroidered silk, her head supported by her hand, 
her attitude expressive of extreme languor,* her face pale, 
her hair dishevelled, and her features showing painful ef- 
forts at recovery from the effects of her voyage, lay a young 
woman — ^such a one as we have described in the opening 
of this chapter, except that the vague longings of enthusi- 
asm which distinguished her air when an inexperienced 
girl, were now changed for the marked expression of ini- 
tiated guilt, and the bold mien of mingled triumph and re- 
remorse. Such was Elinor Cobham in the meridian hour 
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of her criminal passion, and when making the most strenu* 
ous effort for that greatnrss which was the long-sought 
meed of its indulgence. That absorbing object was not, 
however, to be accomplished by the mere wishea or prayers 
of an exhausted victim of fatigue and sickness ; neither 
did the appearance of her two associates promise a consum- 
nation more likely to be produced by courtly or kingly in* 
fiuence, or the workings of pohtical intrigues. 

Squatted on a low stool, at the4bot of Elinor's couch, and 
close to a moveable brazier, which was filled with burning 
charcoal, was a woman, advanced in years, of haggard and 
withered mien, and dressed in such a suit of dubious materied 
and make, as was appropriate to a person of the all but low* 
er class, or Borel people as they were then called, who 
was nevertheless the admitted — and unhallowed-^-confi* 
dant of a prince's mistress. Her whole attire and mann^ 
qpoke her for one of those convenient agents, always ready 
at the call of secret sin, to do the offices which wedded 
virtue shrinks not to confide to the male practitioners of 
science — one, in short, who could safely aid to bring an in- 
nocent pledge of guilty love into the world, and who would 
assist on occasion to remove to another, the victim of some 
darker passion. There w^as, besides, about this beldam to- 
kens that she acknowledged another calling, and that so 
far from feeling it necessary to conceal, she was employed 
in some act which made it essential that she should avow it ; 
for she bore the insignia of witchcraft — a red leather gir- 
dle, with unholy hieroglyphics, being buckled round the 
waist of her dark blue kirtle, and a leaden figure of St. 
Catharine (who was prpfanely forced into the patronage of 
the art) suspended by a black collar on her breast. Her 
eyes were fixed, with all the ardent intensity of feigned or 
fancied inspiration, on the antique brass skillet in which 
she stirred some posset-drink ; while she muttered between 
her skinny lips words, inaudible even to the deluded crea« 
ture who anxiously watched the process from her uneasy 
couch. 

In a far corner of the apartment sat a man, whose dark 
countenance and sombre dress assorted well with the haze 
thrown round him by the smoke of a clumsy lamp suspend- 
ed by a cord from the ceiling, and emitting an almost sti« 
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fling effluvia and 8uifi:)Gating vapour from the villanous oil 
which fed its wick of twisted hemp. An oaken table, with 
legs rudely carved into shapes meant for the resemblance 
of dolphins, was before this murky individual, who occa- 
sionally stopped to pore over the parchmerit-scrolls that lay 
scattered on it, together with some old fashioned instru- 
ments and utensils of forbidden arts, or flung himself back 
at times into the recess of his ponderous wooden chair. — 
The dress of this person announced him of the ecclesiastical 
order, but as one whose holy functions were for a while 
suspended. His doublet and courtpie, a species of close 
mantle, were of sad-coloured cloth ; but his hood was of the 
more clerical shade of black, and sloped over the brow di- 
agonally in the fashion peculiar to churchmen. His beard 
fell on his breast, his lank hair lay on his shoulders, and a 
belt of leather, studded^ with strange and mystic figures in 
relief, proclaimed him as occupied in studies of astrology, 
' alchymy, or medicine, for it was symbolic of any of those 
professions rather than that of divinity, to which, at first 
glance, the man might have been supposed exclusively to 
belong. 

A profound silence was for a long time observed by the 
trio thus situated. The simmering bubble of the posset was 
the only sound within the room that broke this awful still- 
ness, for Elinor stifled her sighs of impatient anxiety, and 
the throbbings of her heart were only audible to herself.—^ 
The courts and corridors of the castle were quite noiseless, 
for the seneschal and his warders, who alone of the house- 
hold had not retired to rest at sunset, kept watch in an out- 
tower for the expected return of their lord and his guests, 
whose rank was unknown to all but the seneschal, that it 
might not become a matter of curiosity by any unusual pre- 
parations of ceremony. Without the walls of the castle^ 
the low rustling of the wind among the trees, and the dis^ 
tAnt murmur of the tide, kept up a monotonous and dismal 
accompaniment to the silent scene within. Elinor Cobham 
had been long accustomed to stolen snatches of such un- 
hallowed pursuits as that which was now going on. Boling- 
broke had often practised his art before her, for her, and on 
tier; and Margery Jourdain had many times assisted in the 
COAoootion of the ^p^Us over which he presided ; but 09 
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every former occasion the scene of these doings had been 
England. Elinor had felt herself to be in the security of 
her father's house, or of that which the liberality of het 
royal paramour had subsequently made her own. She had 
heretofore rather considered herself as an enchantress serv* 
ed by her familiars : now she was as one possessed by de- 
mons, and subservient to the very fiends she had the power 
to raise — a slave to the terrible beings w}io seemed to do her 
service. 

The bleak and desolate spot, the wild mansion, the des- 
perate retainers who received and lodged her, the fact of 
being for the first time in her life in a strange land, her 
helpless and forlorn situation, if treachery indeed were 
meant her — for such misgivings had crossed her mind — 
all made her acutely sensible to the value of the home she 
had abandoned, and the enjoyments of her native land, the 
first of which she had forfeited for ever, and to none of 
which she might ever again return. Her distracted ima- 
gination, always actively tormenting, pictured to her a 
thousand probabilities of ill. Glocester's exhausted pas- 
sion, his determination to make away with her, and leave 
himself free ; the ready confederacy of those who seemed 
to be her agents, but might become her assassins ; perpe* 
tual imprisoDment in this lone castle ; death in its agonizing 
variety of shapes; the dark mysteries of magic ; the popu- 
lous world of demons and devils, into whose secrets she 
had so longed, so striven, to plunge — all rose before her, 
and danced in a maze of feverish distraction. 

The terrible silence maintained by the sorcerer and the 
hag was becoming at length too much ibr sufferance^ 
Elinor felt a flush shoot now and then athwart hor fair 
brow and breast, like meteor corruscations in a moon-Ut 
sky. Her head began to throb with sudden pangs, her 
breath came short and thick, her hands tingled and bumed; 
she felt convulsive spasms of nerve; her eyes seemed to 
swim in fire ; she laboured as it were, by the main force of 
her hands to keep herself collected and still ; she doubled 
her fingers like the talons of a bird, as though they grasped 
some tangible support; she set her teeth together and 
sternly closed her eyes, from which, however, she could 
force no tear She would have sprung up, and leaped at 
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once from the agony of this endurance into the worst cer« 
tainty of fate, had not anxiety in the all-important process 
on which her companions were avowedly employed, proved 
stronger than even the suffering which we have but faintly 
painted, and kept her in the forced stillness of intense am- 
bition. 

At length the old cracked bell, which hung in the dalap 
belfry of the chapel, close to the castle walls, struck the 
first toll of midnight. The sound, as any sound would 
have been, was Un inexpressible relief to Elinor. " Oh 
Godl" murmured she, in an under breath of infinite enjoy- 
ment, as if a load were heaved from her heart. 

"Some other word, fair mistress, an' it please you," mut- 
t^ed the beldam with a scowl ; " had that been said aloud, 
our labour was marred for the moon's next quarter." 

Ehnor raised her head, cast a fearful glance towards 
Bolingbroke, to discover if he had caught her incautious 
apostrophe ; but he gave no sign of consciousness, and she 
sank again on the couch. 



CHAPTER XV. 



Eleven more hoarse and cheerless chimes spoke out 
the hour's completion. 

"How works the charm. Dame Margery?" asked the 
hollow voice of the sorcerer. Elinor thrilled convulsively 
at its deep tone, while the beldam rephed, 

** The Bpell works weQ, 
'Twos mixed i 



Elinor's accustomed ear supplied the rhymed cadenccu 
which the hag did not completely pronounce^ but mumbled 
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with an indistinct sound, between a chuckling laugh and 
a spiteful imprecation. 

" Hast stirred it as ordered, gossip ?" 

^' Thrice times three rounds, in inverted motion of the 
left hand, my master." 

"'Tiswell! shake in the mandrake apples' rind, pre- 
served bj the recipe of Ernestus Burgranius," 

A bubbling noise in the mixture told that a new ingre- 
dient was added. 

" Does it work, Mother Jourdain ?" asked Bolingbroke. 

" The yellow froth rises towards the edge," replied the 
hag. 

" Excellent well ! Now the curled hair of a wolf's tail, 
found good by the Sage Mizaldus. I hear it fizz, Dame 
Margery. Stir, stir it round the skillet. Now let a swal- 
low's liver feed the charm ! The dust of a dove's heart ! 
Scrapings from asses' hoof! 'tis learned Rebeus's remedy. 
Is all in, dame ? does it work ?" 

" The posset is gluey and unctuous — it boils to the brim, 
good master Bolingbroke." 

"Then sparingly sprinkle the master-portion of the 
charm, the divine powder, the pulverized specific ; three 
pinches, dame ; now stir, quick, quick, . ere the skillet 
o'erflows." 

A black smoke rose up as this item was added, and the 
beldam laughed outright with joy, at seeing her work go 
on so bravely. 

" Cover the skillet, Margery, and keep the posset to a 
gentle simmer; the philter is complete!" exclaimed the 
wizard, while Elinor again started up, and a fervent glow 
of hope for the success of this potent preparation flushed 
through her frame. 

" Would that his grace were come," cried she, aloud. 
"Kind Bolingbroke, runs he no risk? Is he safe to* 
night?" 

" If the stars spell aright, and I can rightly read them, 
gentle Elinor, Duke Humphrey runs no risk on flood or 
field; he is doomed to die in his bed." 

"And quietlyj Bolingbroke! oh, say so, for love of 
my good lord — or of me, Bolingbroke f 

" Elinor, I may not Aow dissert too deeply on his destiny. 
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But his horoscope lies before me, and violence, heats, and 
contention, in life and death, are on its very face, like spots 
OD the moon's disk. Ask me not more by those keen looks 
and moving gestures : I am not called to speak on signs 
of death to-night — ^'tis for love, sweet Elinor, and thine ho- 
nour's rise that I watch and work." 

" Yet Glocester is dear to me, Bolingbroke ! Tell me, 
oh! tell me by the virtue of thine art, will his life run 
smoothly on ? His fate is mine — and the fierce duke Phi- 
lip sharpens the hostile sword. What hangs o'er his 
grace's head — life or death ?" 

" Death ! — nay, start not from the couch, too-anxious 
Elinor — all men must die — or soon or late ; but Glocester 
runs no instant peril — so calm thee. Art comforted, sweet 
wench?" 

" Thy voice has ever a strange power over me, Boling- 
broke, and never so much as now. I believe I am more 
calm, but still not sure that I ought to be so. These pro- 
mised honours may escape me after all. Is the duke surely 
safe? Say thy say boldly — I can bear the worst." 
" Nay, press me not." 

" Thy skill is mighty. — Speak out, for in his safety is 
mine own enwrapped — look to the horoscope again !" 

" Well, since thou wilt be wiser than is wotting — ^wiiat 
may I read to-night? Let's see, let's seel What's now 
in the ascendant ? who is lord of the conjunction ? The 
meeting of Saturn and the moon in Scorpio argues ill, and 
when the black choler rises to the brain — humph I What 
says Jovianus ? Mercury in any geniture, if he be found 
in Virgo or Pisces, his opposite sign, irradiated by those 
quartile aspects of Saturn or Mars, the man runs risk. 
Ha, ha! Again: he that hath Saturn and Mars, the one 
culminating, the other in the fourth house — Indeed I Per- 
nicious humours mounting. So! Let's turn to Ranzo- 
vinus and Albubater, on this head? Patience, Elinor, 
patience awhile !" 

Here Bolingbroke turned over and over the mystical 
leaves before him, while Elinor, restless and nervous, lis- 
tened for the renewal of his jargon, and fixed her eyes on 
him with a fascinated gaze. 
" Will my fair Lady Elinor, an' bless her I the Duchess 
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that will be soon, sip another taste of her cordial ?" asked 
Dame Jotirdain, carefully stirring the while the charmed 
philter. 

"E'en as thou wilt, Margery — ^my blood burns, and I 
must drink again, though methinks the draught is over 
potent." 

" Not so, not so, r faith — ^*tis but mulled Malvoisie, my 
lady, with the juice of a pomegranate squeezed therein, a 
taste of rose-water, and some drops of Borage essence, the 
genuine draught to calm heroical love and its phantasies. 
'Twas mixed by Master Belingbroke's own hands, and on 
the recipe of the great Araby doctor." 

"I know it, Margery," said Elinor; and added in a low 
tone, " and I too am in his hands, to be mixed and worked 
on at his will. — Give me the tankard !" and Elinor drank 
again of the mixture, which she had freely partaken of be« 
fore, whose effects were mounting already to her brain. 

" Have you often felt his hand, Elinor ?" asked Bolin^- 
broke's deep, uncadenced voice. ^ 

"Have I! ah, Bolingbroke, thouknowest I have pressed 
it oft and oft in mine." 

" It shall be thine own by wedded rites, Elinor !" 

" Assure me of that, and the fattest abbot of England 
shall not be* half so well provided for as thou, my deep- 
learned friend i" 

"Hast thou marked closely, Elinor, whether the satur- 
nine, epa tick,, and natural hues intersect each other, or 
make a gross triangle in his palm ?" 

" In sooth, good Bolingbroke, whenever Glocester's hand 
was in mine own, I never sought for tokens of chiromancy, 
but gave back the ardent pressure without any trick of 
art." 

" If signs like these are tter^, the learned Corvinus lays 
it down such men are doomed for care, and disquietude, 
loss of honour, banishment, and forfeiture." 

"What dismal noise was that?" cried Elinor, stcurting 
from the couch. 

"'Twas but the screech-owl, flapping at the hght thai 
shines through the high casement" 

" Again ! how loud it flaps! I like not this— 'tis an ill 
omen, Bolingbroke — ^good cannot be in the hceeze that 
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sends out the night-birds to shriek over the charm thou 
hast been working. * The ill-facte owl and leather-winged 
batte are death's messengers' you. know. 

'^^ Thp hoarse night-raven, trompe of ddlefal dreere 
The rnefull strich still wayting on the be«%, 
The whistler shrill, that whoso hears doth die,* 

are these the heralds of Glocester's safety? Oh, Doling-, 
broke, give me some comforting assurance that all will fo 
well ! Methinks a ducal coronet, diamond-gemmed, hangs 
over my brow, but fades away in the lamp's vapour.— 
Speak to me, by the mystery of thy spells. — Canst thou 
not yet raise spirits, Bolingbroke? — ^'T would make me 
marvellous glad to hear words from the nether world.— 
Begin the conjuration, gentle Bolingbroke ! fair I caimot 
call thee, in sooth — though surely thou meanest me fair ?^- 
Call up a spirit for me — tutor mine ! Oh, my brain!" An 
indistinct smile played across Elinor's lips as these some- 
what incoherent words passed them ; while Mother Jour- 
dain turned towards the wizard with a longing leer, and 
exclaimed, 

"Shall we begin, my master? Are your studies ripe? 
How runs the incantation ? Conjurote! Adzum^ and As- 
mathP 

" Peace, withered beldam ! Darest thou sport with the 
dark words of fate? Not even my skill can yet summon 
up the people of the shades. I wear no enchanter's cap, 
like King Erricus, nor does elf or goblin yet acknowledge 
me for master. No, Elinor, not yet^ my precious one, majr 
I practise aught but what is learned from the stars and the 
mysteries of upper earth — but ere long thou shalt know 
more, when I know all a mortal may. Meantime, to ease 
thy troubled mood, Margery shall chant the night -spell. — 
Reciie, Dame Jourdain ! but let the philter simmer well the 
while— 'twill lose no force from the charmed words— Be- 
gin!" 

Th^ beldam made some mystic sign with her left hand, 
but not that which a pious catholic signifies as the type of 
salvation, and she chanted in a low but nasal twang- 
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** Who sains the house o' dight? 
They that sain it ilka night. 
The new bom bratte, 
The dark spot catte, 
/ The wizard's spare, 

Keep this honse from the weir! 

From rennyng thief, 

From brennyng thieC 

From an ill rae 

That by the gate can gae, 

And from an ill wighte, 

That by the house can lighte 

Nine rods about, in dark or light, 

Keep it all the night. 

This is the spell 

That shields us well; 

This is the charm 

That smothers harm !" 

While Margery Jourdain snuffled slowly aut this un- 
christian exorcism, Elinor's mind flew back, on the rail- 
road grooves of memory, to those early days when her 
ladye mother made her repeat at bed-time the rhymQ of the 
white paternoster, or the litany verses — 

" Mary, mother, wel thou be ; 
Mary, mother, think on me. 
Swete ladye, mayden milde. 
From al foemen thou me schilde. 
Both by day, eke by nighte, 
Helpe me, mayden, by thy mighte. 
Swete ladye, for me pray to Heven's King, 
To give me housel, snrifle, and gode bredinge." 

and as those unbidden recollections of childhood and inno- 
cence rose up, the hapless girl pressed her hands across her 
eyes, and felt the warm tears gushing out against her 
burning palms. 

"Rest thee now satisfied, sweet Elinor," said Boling- 
broke, as the old woman ended her chant. '* Nothing of 
evil may now bring harm to the walls that shelter us, till 
the cock crows and the spirits of night are sunk in the 
bowels of the earth, or blended invisible with the morning 
vapours. We may not raise nor lay them, but we can keep 
them still" 
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" lie qniet, my lady duchess. The comforting draught 
must do you marvellous service, and fit you well to meet 
his highness when he quaffs the philter. Lie quiet, fair 
paragon-^my thumbs prick, he cannot be far off," said 
Dame Jourdain. 

"Oh, Bohngbroke, what rushing sound is that?" cried 
Elinor, heedless of the beldam's words. "I hear them in 
the air — are the forbidden beings on the wing? Hast thou 
indeed called them to ouf aid, or do they come unasked-^ 
perhaps in wrath and for our punishment ? — Hist ! How 
awful the sound careers past the casement 1" 

"'Tis nought but the gyral flight of the water-fowl, 
frightened from the castle's moat, too sensitive Elinor.— 
Fear not, sweet heart, be calm and collected, for mayhap 
indeed, 'its Glocester's coming that has roused the weV 
footed tribe to sound this needless alarm." 

** Glocester coming ! Heavens ! how that sound thrills 
through me fearfully — and for the first time I It used to 
awake but joy and triumph." 

"And why not now ?" said Bolingbroke, in a tone meant 
to be re-assuring, but which was only harsh and grating 
to Elinor's consciousness of wrong ; "now, when thy pow- 
er is on the point of full accomplishment 7 when thy royal, 
ay, Elinor, thine all but regal lover is about to be secured 
to thee for ever ?" 

" That thought is the cause of my heart's heaviness, Bo* 
kngbroke. Will he indeed be mine, or is he not even now 
fake, perjured to his oaths, another's? Oh, my best coun- 
sellor, how my heart misgives me !" 

" All will be well — all is well, Elinor. Thinkest thou 
these precious leaves, imbued with the spirit of wisdom, 
have cost me years of study for nought but thy undoing? 
Have I toiled at all the mystic arts, to be a plaj^hing in 
Fate's fingers ? Am I, who worked on even the proud pon- 
tiiFs power as thou could' st play on thy lute, to be baffled 
by ill-fate, or made the sport of chance ? No, daughter fair, 
no, precious one, thou'st nought to fear. Glocester is com- 
ing, and coming to be thine. — Hey, Margery Jourdain ! 
asleep on thy post? — Dost nod over the skittle that holds 
the fate of an empire's lord? Art thou dreaming, mistress V* 

" The foul fiend take thee before thy time fbr the disho- 
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nouring thought, black Bolingbroke !" exclaimed the ch6ler- 
ic old crone, roused from her nodding attitude of incipient 
slumber by the sorcerer's harsh words, and violently resum- 
ing her task of care-taking to the charmed philter. 

" Ha ! gossip, dost thou curse ?" cried he, in still harsher 
phrase. " Dost let thy foul tongue run truant and 'gainst 
me ? — Hast thou no fear of cramps?— do the pinching cho- 
lic and the night spasms hold no terrors for thee ? What ! 
muttering still, beldam ? — thou provokest thy fate — then 
hear it I" 

With these words Bolingbroke rose from his chair, and 
seizing a white wand, which lay by his side, he stalked 
forward, waving this rod of office over his head. Old Mar- 
gery, terrified at the threatened burst of imprecation, and 
wholly subjected to a pretended power, which superstition 
and habit made her cling to in fear, even while conscious 
of its unreal nature, quickly rose from her stool, and threw 
herself on her knees before the tall figure which so awfully 
approached. 

"Pardon, pardon, gentle master!" cried she. "May 
St. Colm and St. Bride—-" 

" Name me no saints, insolent crone !" cried the sorcerer. 
" Wouldst have me crush thee ?" 

" Alas, master ! I misthought me of your calling, and 
my mind turned back to early days, when I have seen you 
serve the altar and sing the saints' litany." 

"Peace, thou perverse one, peace! or I'll rack thee. — 
Dost talk to me of things like these?" vociferated Boling- 
broke, a dark blush giving a livid tinge to his brow. 

" Pardon, pardon !" said the old hag, covering her face 
with her hands, and bending her head to the earth. 

" Oh, Bolingbroke, what would you do? How terrible 
your eyes gleam on poor Margery ! Be appeased — remem- 
ber what work you have in hand !" exclaimed Elinor, ris- 
ing from the couch and throwing a dissuasive look on the 
angry wizard, while one of her snowy hands rested on his 
shoulder. 

" How durst the old hag call me black Bolingbroke 7 or 
twit me with my by-gone days of altar-service? But thy 
bright eyes and melting tones, my Elinor, have mastered 
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me, and dammed up the torrent of curses which I would 
have poured out." 

"Mercy, mercy!" muttered the prostrate hag'. 

" Rise up, Margery, and learn discretion," said Boling- 
broke, in a softened growl, turned by Elinor's seductive 
words and looks, even from the angry heat of wounded va- 
nity and a stung conscience. 

" List, list !" cried Elinor, clinging to the embodied type 
of darkness in renewed terror, on distinguishing the plain- 
tive, yet unmelodioustone of some instrument sounded from 
without the castle. " Bolingbroke, that is no earthly sound 
— ^"tis not the scream of birds, nor is it mortal melody — ^Jesu 
Maria shield us!" 

" Thou choosest most marvellously ill thy calls for aid 
to-night, even wert thou not secure from harm," said Bo- 
lingbroke, with a mortified and malicious air ; " these ad- 
jurations would better suit some vesper-chaunting nun or 
cowled friar, at lauds or complin, than one who " 

" Oh, say not what I am, good Bolingbroke ! Reproach 
me not for what thou thyself hast made me — ^be merciful 
as thou art potent — these awful tones, this desolate place, 
a sense of my helplessness, and fear that I cannot master 
or define, overpower me quite. — Hark ! again — ^louder and 
nearer !" 

"*Tis the gong — the wild horn of the north — ^'tis Van 
Monfoort sounding his own and Glocester's summons to 
the castle watch-tower. —I hear it distinctly now, and 
know it well. — How now, good Elinor, thou tremblest !" 

"It is not from fear, good Bolingbroke, though I do 
dread the Duke's reproach for this perhaps too daring 
step — but hope, too, shakes my nerves — shall I be ^" 

"Duchess? Ay, my girl, aftd fate might make thee—** 

" dueen !" chimed in the beldame parasite, who had re- 
covered from her alarm, and taken her place again beside 
the brazier. 

" Hush ! they approach ! list to the drawbridge creak- 
ing on its rusty chains. To thy couch, Elinor. Be cau- 
tious, Margery; doff thy girdle and collar, old girl ; look 
matronly, and speak not in the terms of art. And now, 
lie ye all by awhile, my treasures I safe covered from un- 
believing eyes — ^my belt, too, I depose and hide with ye. 

Vol. I. 14 
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Let Glocester meet tpb now, his humble messenger, and 
see who is the stronger of the twain !" 

While Bolingbroke muttered this half coUoqiiy half 
monologue, he carefully spread his mantle over the manu- 
script and instruments that lay on the table. He then 
walked across the chamber, opened the door which he had 
secured by its massive bolt, and walked to encounter the 
duke and prepare him for his ulterior purpose. Elinor 
■ threw herself back on the couch, in a state of unwonted 
perturbation; and her eyes seemed to fix involuntarily on 
the mysterious skillet, the handle of which was again 
grasped by the witch, while the gentle bubble of its sim-^ 
mering contents, was once more the only sound that broke 
the silence of the spacious and solemn looking apartments 



CHAPTER XVL 



Glocestbr and Van Monfoort having put Pitz-walter 
ashore, and made some reconnoitring visits to several points 
of the mainland coast of Holland, turned the prow of 
their open boat towards Urk ; and the six sturdy rowers 
who by turns pulled them through the waves, or managed 
the broad and clumsy sail of red canvass, obeying well 
the movements of the rudder, which was held by Ludwick 
himself, the island was safely made, but not till the moon 
had sunk low in the water, and midnight had spread its 
gloomy mantle on the world. It was indeed the rude horn 
of Giles Postel that had announced the coming of his 
lord, by the blast which was appropriate to his feudal 
rights; and the due answer from the seneschal and war- 
ders completed the preliminary formaUties which preceded 
the landing of the chief, and his entrance into the court of 
his strong-hold. 

" Welcome again, Lord Duke, into the lion's den I" fiaid 
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Van Monfoort, with a grim smile, as the flambeaux of the 
warders lighted them over the drawbridge. 

'* Our Lady grant that I come well out once more, as 
Daniel did of old!" 

" Why, how, my lord ? You fear no guile across the 
threshold of a true knight f * abruptly exclaimed Ludwick, 
looking more angry than even his words or lone implied, 
and giving that peculiar jerk, which was noticed on his 
first introduction to our readers, and which brought the 
hilt of his huge rapier into ready contact with his hand. 

" Guile, good Sir Ludwick ; no, by my troth, not from 
ihee or thine, as knighthood and honour be my meed ! But, 
beshrew my heart, good gossip, if I did not shake and shi- 
ver as I crossed the moat, in a way which makes me 
think some ill-grained genii guard this castle of thine." 

" Ah I for that, your highness, I am not held accounta- 
ble by any main canon or by-law of chiyalry. Devils and 
demons may defy the votaries of belt and brand — ^but you, 
duke, are the first, friend or foe, who has given my father's 
hall a bad name." 

"Nay, good Sir Ludwick — ^" 

"Nay, good ipy lord, but it is true. You have thrown 
a slur over the castle of the Monfoorts, duly dedicate to 
St. Willebrod, whose statue stands in a niche over the 
chapel-door, blessed by the last but Qne bishop of Guildres, 
and every three months visited by the holy canon Rudolf 
Van Diepenholt. But that I hold you, duke, the future 
liege lord of this my fief, in right of my sovereign coun- 
tess, your affianced wife, I should not pass this slight so 
lightly — ^for let it be known to your highness that the de- 
scendant of Hendrick of Urk sprung from the eldest kings 
of Denmark, the inheritor of Dirk Van Zwieten, his mo- 
ther's brother, the ally of blood as noble as Plant agenet's." 

"Why, Sir Ludwick, what means all this? By my 
halidome there is something not aright that hover^ over us, 
and has struck you with phrenzy as well as me with 
doubt ! What form is that ?"- 

As Glocester started back amazed and alarmed at the 
object which caused this exclamation, Van Monfoort turn- , 
ed his eyes in the same direction, and muttered a rapid sea- 
jtence of exorcism, crossing hin;iself at the same time with 
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his clenched fist, and bowing devoutly in systematic re- 
verence to the power he invoked, without having one fixed 
Gt tangible notion of its nature or extent It was the dark 
figure of Bolingbroke stalking forward that caused this 
double alarm. As soon as Glocester recognised him, he 
whispered, just loud enough for Van Monfoort to hear — 

" In God's sooth, good Ludwick, I was not quite astray 
— but I must admit it was mine own evil genius of which 
I had warning, and not that of thee or thine. Hey ! Bo- 
lingbroke," continued the duke, aloud, and in English, 
'Vhat does this bode ? Hast followed me, so close and 
quick, for weal or for wo 1 How speeds my Elinor ? — 
'Tis she has given you note of my movements, and sent 
you to my care-taking ? And from Rome, what tidings ? 
Open your wallet of news, or good or ill. 

" If your gracious highness would vouchsafe to honour 
me with speech of- you alone, that is to say, freed from the 
presence of this company," answered Bolingbroke, with a 
significant look cast round on Van Monfoort and his suite, 
" I would then reveal the tidings of my mission and show 
your grace the evidence of my noble Lady Elinor's well- 
doing. An' it please your highness, I beseech you to dis-^ 
miss this rude attendance on your royal peison, and let 
your poor servitor lead you to the apartment containing 
documents, and living proofs withal, of what most touches 
your interests and your honour." 

" Living proofs, Master Bolingbroke ! There is some 
meaning in that word that's deeper than my craft. — What 
would you lead me to ?" 

" Good my lord, come this way — I pray you do, before 
this brigand-looking host of ours and his fierce retainers 
get scent of my errand, or he learns who is my gossip on 
this perilous voyage for your highness' s good service." 

Bolingbroke accompanied this urgent entreaty by suppli* 
eating gestures, and gradually moved towards the en- 
trance of the building. Gloucester felt irresistibly impelled 
to obey his entreaties, and by a few words of apology to 
Van Monfoort, excused himself for« withdrawing with the 
stranger. The lion, for all his courage, was completely 
appal^d by the presence of this walking mystery; and he 
g}adly asaeated to Glocester's movement, which reUeved 
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%im from the company of the being whom the duke had 80 
Ueely admitted to be one of evil agency as well as aspect 
As Glocester disappeared in one of the faintly-lighted pas- 
sages leading from the hall, with Bolingbroke by his sido 
pointing out the way, the chieftain could ziot but shudder 
at the analog}' they formed to some dark spirit leading a 
sinner to the gloomy abyss. He stood .«till cuid mute while 
he heard their footsteps retiring along the flagged corridor, 
and thjrilled as the loud sound of a closed door, and the 
shoojting of the heavy bolts inside, Xold that Glocester was 
fastened in, wiXh one who seemed but the foul fiend Ia 
mortal shape. 

The old seneschal eame to his master's relief, by quick^ 
ly informing him thajt two women were the companions of 
the stranger, whose mysterious air had excited such gene- 
ral feelings of superstitious dread. Lud wick's misgivings 
on account of his guest rapidly shifted from supernatural 
to human temptations, and an undefined doubt of Gloces- 
ter' s fidelity to his mistress, Ja9queline, took forcible pos* 
session of the chieftain's mind. To counteract in every 
way any possible perfidy, was his first determination, and 
his next half-formed resolution was to break by force into 
the apartment, which might be dedicated to disgrace and 
dishonour. 6ut a moment's reflection turned him from this 
notion. Hospitality, knightly courtesy, and the sacred 
balo thrown around royalty ia the dense atmiosphere of 
feudal feeling, all combined to prevent the outrageous in- 
trusion ; and Ludwick contented himself with resolving to 
obtain a full explanation on the morrow, of a proceeding 
which seemed so extraordinary and indecorous, to use the 
mildest epithets of his mind's vocabulary that could be 
^adapted to the circumstances. 

With this resolve he retired to the rude accommodations 
of his sleeping-place ; first seeing that all was right in the 
/chamber of honour appropriated to Glocester, placing his 
night mixture ready at hand, leaving the seneschal and 
.Giles Posjel to the duties of attendance in his ante-room, 
but holding himself exempted from personal waiting, by th« 
Abruptness with which the duke retired, and for the pur- 
pose of collecting his own somewhat scattered ideas to 
ffkeei the exigencies of the case. 

We may not expect to describe the combined sensations 
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thail ragged on Glocester, when he entered the hall into 
which he was ushered hj his dark conductor. Surprise 
and joy, at the presence of her who had so bound herself 
wand his heart, were mixed with keen remorse at the sud- 
den recollection of the forsaken Jacqueline, a pang of com- 
parison between the two objects so unfavourable to the one 
before him, and a superstitious alarm at the sight of her 
and her satellites, to which even his valiant heart was not 
invulnerable. His rapid glance seemed to take in at once 
the whole combinations of the scene, and he felt overpow- 
eied by the conviction of his enthralment in an united web 
ef love and magic. Elinor gave him no time to recover 
his presence of mind ; nor did the first impulse of her feel- 
ings allow her to act on her own. Forgetting totally the 
part she had to play, impelled only by her delight at seeing 
the object of her varied anxieties, both for herself and him, 
t^e sprang forward, with a throb of united affection, secu- 
rity and triumph ; and in the wildness of sentiment — not 
uninfluenced by the draught so artfully prepared to aid its 
excitement — ^she flung herself with hysteric rapture into 
the arms of her royal paramour. At the same instant Bo-, 
lingbroke slowly stole from the hall into an adjoining clo- 
set, while his beldame associate at his beckon hobbled out, 
with a grin of mingled malice, envy, and other as odious 
combinations — Cleaving the impassioned pair totally lost to 
a sense of all but their criminal joy. And never did guilty 
love enjoy a moment of more redeeming sincerity. The 
reciprocity of deep delight shrouded for an instant a long 
course of mutual guile. Deception was dead, except in 
its action on the heart of each self-deluded lover ; and they 
atood for awhile locked in an embrace, which they might . 
be at once pitied and pardoned for believing to be as pure 
ais it was in reality profane. . 

Nor must the^enring son of frail humanity shudder with 
pious horror at this picture of his fellow-sinner* s abandon- 
ment to the Exquisite delusion. Let him rather hope it 
was a merciful respite gtoated by offended yeaven, to 
soothe the fever of unhcffpassion. And, at any rate, the 
most obdurate moralist may be satisfied on referring to the 
page of history, that Glocester and Elinor paid in after 
days of sufifering an ample penalty for this and similar mo* 
noota of self-forgetfulness. 
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"Nell! my precious Nell!" murmured Glocester after 
awhile, drawing back as if to gaze more intently on his 
mistress's flush^ and animated features. 

"What would my gracious lordl" replied Elinor in a 
subdued and softened tone. 

'* What would 11 Nought, by Heaven ! but to be for 
ever thus happy in thy arms." 

'* For ever, my good lord ? Beware the sin of exaggera- 
tion. Ever is a long word !" 

" No, Nell, time is but a span. Eternity itself were brief 
as the lightning* s flash, could love and beauty fill man's 
grasp for ever." 

"Ah, flattering prince! how many hours have flown by 
since you proflered these same horrid words to— Jacque- 
line?" 

" Nell, sweet Nell ! do, precious wench, but let me be 
happy awhile. — Dash not this sweet draught of bliss with 
gall-T-i' faith, I love thee— thee only !" 

" Ah, my lord, forgive me ! but your truant flight — ^thia 
hurried voyage — which I, it may be, have too rashly dared 
to follow and pry into-—" 

^* No, no, my bellibone, thou hast done well — very well. 
I ask not why or wherefore thou hast come — I wish to 
'believe it, as all things of thy doing, an act of pure af- 
fection — doubt not me then, more than I do thee." 

" How could your highness doubt a poor and lowly crea- 
ture, who has done all that woman may do to prove her 
heart's fealty ! But you, my lord — ^" 

" Why how's this, Nell ! Let me look on thee awhile! 
Thou art neither red-haired nor black-eyed ; the sure signs 
of jealousy in woman. These smooth brown tresses and 
these full grey orbs, speak loving tenderness and confiding 
faith. Nor art thou clad in w^eds of doubtingness. This 
mantle of rose-coloured, inwovep silk, should not cover 
mistrust. Fitter would be a robe af disbelieving yellow <w 
forsaken green — or a watchet velvet gown, pierced with 
oylet holes and stuck with needles, the true types of jea- 
lousy, such as my late brother King Henry, when madcap 
Prince of Wales, wore on a visit of reproach to our roycd 
father for his suspicious temper And wouldest thou, my 
'Own Nell, in this bright hour of joyance, poison my bliss, 
and crucify^ thy soul with like heaitbumings ?^' 
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" Ah, good my lord, this mingled tone of seriousness and 
banter, leaves me more in doubt than before " 

" Mark ye, my precious one, the words of the old adage; 
* From heresie, frenzie and jealousie, good Lord save us V 
m know ye the good old rhymes — 

' Windes, weaponi, flames, make not sach hurle-burlie, 
Aa jealpUB women turn all topsie-tarvie V 

Why did you ever love me, Nell, if love was l»it to breed 
suspicion V 

" In good sooth, my lord, I can but answer with Geof- 
frey Chaucer's Wife of Bath — 

' I foUowed aye my inclination 
Bjr yjjctae of my constellation ;' 

And again I may say with the rhymster, that she who 
loves Uke as I do— 

*■ If ay no while in confidence abide 
Wbo is assaid on every side;' 

And oh! knows not your highness that she who has 
Venus and Leo in her horoscope is, when the Moon and 
Virgo be mutually aspected V 

" Hold, hold thee there, good Nell, in very mercy ! Oh, 
what a dplt I was to lead jthee oo to rhymes or star-learn^ 
ing!" 

As Glocester thus exq||imed, he loosed his embrace of 
Elinor, and giving awa;^^.his passionate temper he paced 
the room impatiently, volubly running on as follows — 

" Thou art not just towards me, Nell. — Thou'st no cori- 
val in my love — I merit not this. Were I some lazy loi- 
Xerer, some hedg^-creeper, some dreaming dizard who, li&j^ ^ 
a decrepit, gnarled old man with shaking joints, a continu- 
ous cough and sap dried up, stands aloof from her he loves 
— Were I as a log or stone — had I a gougrd for Tsiy head or 
A pepon for my heart — then indeed thou might'st assail my 
faith with doubts. But I, who have all given up and 
©ought lamented for thy sake — I, who have eschewed 
.temptations, braved reproaches — ay, Nell, and smothered 
4Donscience for thee, is it meet I should be doMbted? 6u| 
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what have we here? — a silk-enwrapped scroll to my ad- 
dress, with a broad seal. — Hey! stamped with the pon- 
tiff's own sacred signet I Virtu Dieu ! I had quite forgot- 
ten Bolingbroke and his missive. Ah, Nell, is this no sign 
of my love for thee? I'll not yet open this rescript; and 
here again lies a parchment leaf unclosed, — ' To Hum- 
phrey of Glocester !' Blunt enough! This is private mat- 
ter — ^rhyme again !" — 

' Hvinphry, who faine would rede 
Must fuBte need to spel ; 
Three B's would sting thee ded, 
Thy balm lies in an L. ^ 

Mo deth-knell, but a Nell for life- 
One is the grave's deep voice, t'other says moke me wife !' 

Ha ! here is no trick of tergitour, no necromantic spell — 
this speaks plain English. Three B's — Why, Burgundy, 
Britanny, and Bedford are the tlwree who would pierce me 
with their stings — and a *Nell for hfe,' and 'make me 
wife,' needs no book-learning methinks to understand. Is 
this thy precious scribbling, Elinor? *Tis an open asking 
of the banns, f faith!" 

While Glocester waited for a reply to this questionj 
somewhat sternly put, all his softer emotions were revived 
by hearing loud sobs from Elinor's couch — ^the only answer 
she either could or would give. But we must not stop to 
analyze what portion of art mixed with the reality of her 
apparent distress. The lately-checked tenderness of the 
protector revived at this irresistible appeal of female dis» 
tress, and he immediately flew tc5 Elinor's side, and stifled 

^ her sobs and sighs in amorous caresses. 

•^ It was then that he perceived, standing on a high-legged 
' tripod, placed beside the reredost or fire-place, a parcel-gilt 
v|riblet of rare workmanship, which he instantly recognised 

^Wone he himself had given to Elinor. 

"Ah, Nell! but it was kind and like thyself,'* said he, 
" to bring this token of old times and happy hours to greet 
me in this wild spot \ Well do I remember me the night 
when I tracked the snow-covered pathway across the mea^ 
dows from Westminster to Charing, with this cup under 
my doublet, bought for thee at RoU's, the Lombard, in 
Eastcheap. Oft hay« I drained it ere now from thine owo 
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filling, Nell, and I warrant me thoa hast betliooght thee 
of my drowthiness this chilly night. — L^'s see I*' 
. With these words he took up the goblet, and was going 
to quaff off the contents, when ElincNr started forward and 
caught his arm, exclaiming — 

"Nftt^, not so, mj lord — I must give it yon — ^tis from 
mj h tu H ^ tlone jou must take the draught." 

"Gotfd* wench!" cried Glocester, with a glowing glance 
of gratitude at this new proof of his mistr^s amiable so- 
licitude; while she, holding out to him the goblet in her 
left hand, muttered the whilesome set form of rude verses, 
the charm required to give the philter full effisct 

''What sa/st thou, precious one?" asked the thirsty and 
love-sick duke. 

" But a short respondel, good my gracious lord, and most 
sweet lover," replied Elinor, at the same time haiiding the 
cup towards his longing lips. He took it eagerly, and 
never loosed his hold or d^ew his breath till he had swal- 
lowed the last drop of the potation. 

Having never ourselves drank of a love-philter, we can- 
not undertake to tell precisely the effect internally produced 
on Glocester by this momentous draught But its conse- 
quence on his conduct and bearing were of a nature most 
alarming to the terror-stricken girl who had administered 
the dose. It was not madness that suddenly developed 
the mind's disease — it was not idiotism' that spoke its over- 
throw. Glocester neither raved or foamed at the mouth, 
nor exhibited any other sign of actual frenzy; but there 
was an instant and undefinable evidence in his every look, 
word, and movement, that showed him utterly possessed 
by the influence of incontroUable passion. The most secret 
and potent ingredients of those love-draughts of old are 
happily unknown in the times thai be, so that there is no 
means of bringing to any living test the proof of what is 
recounted to us of their effects in the days of yore. That 
in the present instance they were such as to absolutely ter- 
fify Elinor is certain, but it was such terror as assails the 
over-anxious mind, appalled at the fulfilment of its too ex? 
travagant desires. Had Glocester owned the world at the 
moment, it had been laid a free gift at Elinor's feet ; but 
being scarcely master of himself, the offering he made was 
Og» jof comparative insignificance, and the trai^s&r intQ 
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Elinoi's absolute possession was effected with a Xaollity 
wonderful to her who set such a value on the acqni^tion, 
but of no note to him who threw himself away i^p^ithcjut an 
feffort of either reason or reflection. 

The fact we believe to have been that poor 
of Gloce^er was in »the predicament of many a^i 
libertineof later days; and tMflR grand mealitil 
which he now so passively i^Hitted to, was not p? 
by any means of magic, be^hd the blandishments of fe- 
male beauty, or by any aid of liquid provocations but those 
common to the various modifications of dcankenness. Be 
that as it may, his political and moral degradation was 
consummated on that night. • The crafty Bolingbroke was 
on the watch to seize the fittest moment for reappearance 
on the scene. Flinging aside, for a season and a purpose, 
all the trappings of his unholy callings, he next presented 
himself, clad in the costume of undefiled priesthood. Gl6- 
cester, bewildered and beset by irresistible persuasions, re- 
peating by rote words which he could scarcely comprehend, 
and giving way to inducements which he; had no power to 
combat, was almost, without either his ftowledge or con* 
sent, married to the woman who had long been his mistress, 
and was in no possible point of view suited to be his mate. 
Bolingbroke was the fitting maker of such a match, and 
Margery Jourdain the worthy witness of its completion. 

We wish to draw a veil over the scene so degrading to 
a gallant prince, and to the country, whose honour was 
partially involved in the transaction, as well as to human 
nature itself, which can so little bear a too close scrutiny. 
We do not like tb picture chivalry and manliness reeling 
in dishonouring orgies, or love and religion, two such holy 
impulses, choked in polluting fumes. We therefore close 
the scene, and hasten to end the chapter. 

When Ludwick Van Monfoort arose at dawn on the fol- 
lowing morning, big with the intention of keenly quip]tion- 
ing his royal guest, he repaired to the ante-room of the 
chamber of honour, to make inquiries as to the night-pro- 
ceedings of the castle's inmates, some of whom ex<^ited 
such strange suspicions. He was not a little surpmerf to 
find Giles Postel and the seneschal in most uiibefitting 
/attittides of repose. He awoke them with considerable 
■difficulty; and finding no satisfaction in their drowsy con' 
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fusion, he passed onwards to the bed-room, but found no 
Glocester there. His next visit was to the hall and the 
adjoining sleeping nooks, given up to the accommodation 
of Bolingbroke and his female companiona There a wide 
scene of vacancy was also presented to the shuddering 
chieftaio, who was at very little loss to account for the dis- 
appearance of the duke, considering the nature of the being 
to whom he had entrusted himself A renewed attempt at 
inquiry only increa^ed his alarm, for he found the warders 
at the gate still more completely overcome with sleep than 
either the squire or the seneschal, while the very watch- 
dogs at the outer p9rch snored in a chorus of most wiusual 
contrast to their general ferocious activity. Lud wick could 
in fact obtain no satisfaction as to the extraordinary disap- 
pearance of his guests. But the over-sleepy guardians, 
whom he believed the victims of some spell, acknowledged 
to each other that the dark stranger had given them a 
generous portion each of mulled and richly-spiced beve- 
rage ; and a fisherman, who returned at day-break to the 
island, asserted that he saw in the dim twilight a strange 
vessel tacking out to sea against the rough west-wind, with 
a boldness and skill that appeared uncommon even to a 
daring adventurer of the Zuyder Zee. 

Van Monfoort immediately repaired to his rendezvous 
with Jacqueline, to attend her to the jay-shooting in South 
Beveland ; after which memorable meeting he never quit- 
ted her, as we have already seen, until the night of her ad- 
venture in the Castle of Anversfort It may be supposed 
that his accounts of what had passed at Urk were not giv- 
en with any reserve for Glocester's sake ; and the doubt- 
ful conduct so veraciously reported, may be well supposed 
to have sunk deep into Jacqueline's already mortified and 
wounded feelings. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 



The unctent but inaignificant town of Hesdin, on the 
confines of Picardy (to which the progress of our story 
now requires us to repair,) had presented for some w^ks 
all the bustle, much of the idleness, and no small portion 
of the vice, without the industry or the intelligence of a capi- 
tal city. The natives, turned from their usual laborious 
pursuits and simple habits by the influx of money and the 
example of expense, either looked with envy on the gay 
nobles and their followers, or aped, in their humble sphere^ 
the dazzling extrav^igance of the court. Lounging at the 
doors of their little shops, or gaping from the windows of 
their wooden houses, they followed with wondering eyes 
the groups of cavaliers and ladies, who were perpetually 
galloping through the narrow streets. The large profits 
they made on every object of their petty merchandise, and 
by the letting of lodgings, added to their pride in the pre* 
sence of their sovereign, his splendid retinue and distin^ 
guished guests, had caused the inhabitants of Hesdin to 
rank among the happiest and laziest of Duke Philip's sub- 
' jects. Every day almost was a holiday, and the evenings 
were passed in conversation on the sports and splendour of 
the morn. 

Adventurers of all kinds crowded from all quarters to 
this scene of busy idleness. Mountebanks from Brussels, 
Dijon, and Paris, found a ready road tx) it They were 
privileged visitors, independent of truce or warfare ; and 
foreigners even, if their nominal pursuits were those of 
pleasure or martial exercise, passed freely through all quar- 
ters of states at open variance with each other. Among 
the motley crew of this itinerant population, there was a 
man who shrugged his shoulders and curled his lip with dis- 
dain, when the simple burghers and their but half corrupted 
wives and daughters held forth in wonder on the magnifi- 
cence of the equipages, the gallant air of the knights, the 
beauty of the ladies, and the greatness of their duka Ha 

Vol. L 15 



Digitized 



by Google 



164 lACQiuiRB OF HOLLAim. 

was a.foreigner, who, among many other accomplishmenCfl^ 
])racti8ed the profession of master-of-arms ; for the modem 
litle of fencing-master bj no means expresses the variety 
of modes in which he taught men to cut, and hack, and 
stab their fellow creatures. The particular occupations of 
Duke Philip at this period, formerly alluded to, made Hes- 
3iri the resort of numerous professors of the noble art of 
defence and attack, w^ho were sure to find favour, when 
they chose to seek it, in Philip's eyes. But among th&ok 
all, none had gained so high a reputation for skill and ad^ 
dress as Balthazar Spalatro*, norjescited so much curiosi^ 
ty, by a line of conduct very unusual with his class. If 
he was to be believed, he had seen many a grander court, 
much finer troops, superior knights^ and more beautiful 
women ; while he vehemently swore that there was not a 
single noble of Burgundy, Flanders^ or Artois, that knew 
liow to handle a rapier, wield a battle-axe, or poise a lance^ 

" Then why don't you teach them. Master Balthazar V^ 
asked, one evening, the old widow, in whose house he had 
been living on credk, for though he had shown public 
proofs of his talents, he had constantly refused to give les- 
sons in his art, yet seemed in the greatest straits for money, 
^ Why don't you teach them 7 How often have I told you 
they would pay you well,: and in ready coin ? The fol- 
lowers of our noble duke- have great gains, and generous . 
hearts." 

" Theif pay me 1— Balthazar Spalatro touch their filthy 
coin ! By St. Barnaby, Dame Madeline T' replied the Ita- * 
lian in very fluent French, but with a frown, and angrily 
pressing his threadbare black velvet toqiie on his brows, — >■ 
" by St. Barnaby ! you are as short of memory as I am 
of money ! How often have 1 told you that I am from Mi- 
lan, and an Orleanite V^ 

Most frequently the good woman dared not reply to these 
letorls ; for Spalatro, cased in his buckram pourpoint, with 
rusty steel buttons, huge hairy deer-skin gloves, broad lea- 
thern girdle stuck with a sheathless dagger, high starched 
Italian frill, and double-topped brown boots, gave the law 
like a feudal lord in Dame Madeline's humble dwelling. 
But emboldened on the present occasion by sheer necessi^ 
iy^ that mother (^ hardihood as well as of invention, Bh» 
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▼entured to raise her shrill voice as near as possible to a 
pitch with the key-major of her insolent lodger, and said 
fiharply, 

"What a coil is this, Master Balthazar, on the score of 
my good advice I — May I not speak within my own wallsf 
May I not give a hint? How are we to get on? Have 
you not consumed already the whole store I had laid in for^ 
winter? Is not thegoodly half of Louis Benoit's MictiieU 
mas hog already gone, that I meant not to touch till 
Christmas? Did you not use the flask of Florentine oil 
in three days, that would have lasted me from Martintide 
till Candlemas ? Is not the three-galloned keg of Vernage 
drained to the very lees ? Who picked the last leg of the 
old red cock for supper yesternight, and scooped the bot- 
tom of the horn of marmelade for breakfast this morning } 
And what have I seen of your money ? — two sequins, and 
four Spanii&h florins! A goodly sum forsooth, for six 
weeks' bed and board, and the use of my red-tiled floor, 
where you rant, and stamp, and cut capers, and flourish 
your weapons, in a way to throw an honest woman into 
flts ! And now I must not speak — and why ? la it be- 
cause Madame of Orleans was born in Milan like you, 
that we are to perish for want, while all Hesdin is in 
wealth and luxury ? Master Balthazar, Master Baltha* 
zar!" # 

" Hark ye, good dame," said the Italian, twisting his 
mustachios, and with a supercilious air; "the tongue of a 
woman is hard to be parried. It gives both point and edge, 
pushes carte and tierce together, and is at once the passado^ 
the staccato, and the punto 1" 

" I know not what means your gibberish," replied the 
dame, with increasing spirit in proportion to her lodger's 
tameness ; " but this I know, that I am an honest widow, 
though lone withal, and care not for your punt, nor sticka* 
do or pico — not I ! though while men like you have their 
rapiers and daggers, a poor woman like me, has no weapon 
but her tongue." 

" Which at least she never allows to grow rti«^y," re- 
torted the Italian. The landlady was about to reply, and 
no doubt the conversation would have gone on in sL way 
bighly edifying for us aod our readers, had it not been in* 
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temipted by a loud knocking with hard knuckles against 
the street-door, which shook at the unusual assault, while 
Balthazar placed hand on hilt^ and stood in a posture of in- 
stinctive defence. 

The old woman having opened the door, two men wrap- 
ped in large cloaks were seen standing close to k. 

" Is this the lodging of the Italian master-of-arms?" ask- 
ed one of the men, in a blunt, unceremonious tone, and an 
accent not of the purest; and unceremoniously poking in 
his face, of which only was visible a broad, mis-shapen 
nose, that seemed to have sujOfered from rude assault of 
mace or gauntlet, and a profusion of red and ^rey beard 
and mustachios. 

"Yes, my masters, 'tis here that the renowned professor 
does honour by deigning to lodge. Step in, step in, good 
Sirs! — ^there stands his honourable excellency. Signer 
Spalatro himself; ready and willing, TU warrant him, for 
a passage of arms with all comers. A getltleman of proof, 
and condescending withal I" 

While Dame Madeline grew thus eloquent, from the hope 
of relief, the man who had spoken threw a glance round 
the low-roofed apartment, the rafters of which were half 
concealed by the smoke from a turf fire, which only found 
a resting-place, when it required a vent, and floated like 
drapery on the cooking ditensils that hung against the 
walls. The stranger shook his head, and whispered some 
words only audible to his companion, who stood close be- 
hind.^ But the Italian, rather elated by even Dame Made- 
linens puffery, and comprehending that the poverty of the 
place had given a poor idea of the talent oY the professor, 
drew himself up into a still more imposing attitude, cast a 
look which was all but insulting on the strangers, and with 
a haughty, and almost a menacing air, he waited till they 
again spoke. 

" And have you then, most magnanimous Signer Spala- 
tro," resumed the former speaker, as they both entered the 
house, "no better a place of arms than this ? Nor other 
weapon than that two-handed axe, and that cut-and-thrust 
f- rapier in the corner ?" 

"A goo^ workman requires few tools," replied Balthazar 
withdisdam. 
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" And you have not then a short-swordi a Saracen sa* 
bre, or a diamond-pointed, or falcon-beaked battle-axe V* 
asked the other roughly. 

"By St. Barnaby, my masters, it seems you think I was 
bom in this paltry place, and that I had gathered up an ar- 
moury of hilts and blades ! Let me tell you then, that 
when I turned my back on the Alps, I brought nothing 
with me but this poniard, do you see? — and as it was stiS 
red at the point, I had little care to look behind me I Per- 
haps the same thing happened when 1 set out from Tou- 
louse, and as much at Paris ; and if I travel without bag- 
gage, I might find you a reason if I chose. But the hand 
and the eye of Spalatro ! — grace be to God, they travel with 
me !" 

"And would you, bold Signer, favour me with a trial of 
your skill in arms ?" Courteously asked the second stran- 
ger, who wore on his face the common concealment of a 
black velvet mask. 

" With all my heart," said Balthazar ; " a civil word 
and a nimble wrist are sure passports to my favour." And 
he looked with an air of mingled patronage and reproach 
on the first speaker, who retorted it with a coarse stare of 
defiance. 

"But before I take weapon in hand," resumed Spalatro, 
"let me tell you, my masters^ that I am Milan-bom, and a 
follower of the house of Orleans." 

At these words the unmasked stranger looked fierce, 
and put his right hand under his cloak ; but a glance from 
his companion's piercing blue eyes, that shone brightly 
through the surrounding black velvet, arrested his arm ; 
and the Italian continued — 

" So you get no lesson, not so much as a salute from 
Spalatro, if you do not first pledge your honour that you 
are not in the service of Burgundy." 

Old Madeline made a horrible grimace on hearing these 
words. For it was a thousand to one the new-comers were 
of the household, or at any rate of the train, of Duke Phi- 
lip. She read as much in the boiling looks of the coarser 
stranger, who was a short, stout-built man, whose face bore 
marks of service ; and she was about to interpose between 
the Italian and the customer he was so wantonly declining, 
when the man in the mask stepped with a bold air into the 
15* 
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middle of the room, and with a Btrong emphasis, exclaim- 
ed— 

" Be satisfied, Signor, I am neither the servitor nor vas- 
sal of Duke Philip " 

"Enough said," cried the Italian. "Between men of 
honour a word is as good as an oath ; and now, my brave 
Sir, what essay would you like to make ? Sword, battle- 
axe, or poniard ?" 

"'They say you are good at all arms, Signor," replied the 
stranger, with a somewhat haughty tone ; " and perhaps 
you have ere now measured blades with a feebler arm than 
mine. 1 have no objection to cross rapiers or clash daggers 
with you for a trial of skill — but it is your fame in wielding 
the war-axe that has brought me to seek you now." 

He here made a signal to his companion, who imme- 
diately threw open his cloak, and produced a couple 
of light rapiers, such as were used in the exercise of arms, 
but not of the form employed in setious fight. Spalatro 
threw a look of contempt at them, and said with a sneer — 

" Truly, good gentleman, if these are your weapons, you 
might find worthy practice among the popinjays above at 
the castle, or with the pages who ride at the Quintin. 1 
have- nothing to teach of child's pastime. But if you 
wish for a lesson in matters of real moment, let's take to 
the battle-axes, and I'll sht)w you a trick or two." 

A nod from the stranger thus addressed, produced a se- 
cond unfolding of his companion's cloak ; and two highly- 
polished battle-axes werfe discovered hooked to his girdle, 
one faloon-beaked, the other diamond-pointed at the ex- 
tremity, called the maillet, and the handle terminating 
in a three-cornered point called a tusk. 

" Aha ! these will do well, my master," said Spalatro, 
taking the weapons, weighing them in either hand, and 
admiring them in every part. "By St. Barnaby's beard, 
iShis likes ijcie well ! These are engines of proof! Wo 
wait the skull w^ich from either of these might catch 
Spalatro's blpw oil the morion !. On your guard, Signor — 
I'll teach you the stroke of fate !" 

"Hark ye, Master Balthazar," said the stranger with 
an easy air of superiority, "this is the condition of our 
compact. If you teach me a single point of novelty that 
a fair-fighting man ];nay use against hi^ eneipy-^and I am 
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on honour to confess if« it be new to me-^thia p^urse shall 
be yours," and he pulled one from his girdle and placed it 
on the table. " But if your high vaunts lead to nothing 
that I know not already, why then — " 

"No more!" exclaimed the Italian, with an air quite as 
arrogant as before. " If I don't in five minutes earn the 
purse, I'll eat it and its contents." 

" Heaven forbid ! No, no. Master Balthazar, we want 
the contents badly enough, the Virgin knows, not to think 
of — " cried Dame Madeline, anxiously. 

"Peace, beldame!" vociferated Spalatro, — "who gave 
you leave to speak of my wants? On your guard, Signer, 
on your guard !" 

The man in the mask now threw his cloak aside, and 
showed a tall and graceful figure modestly attired. He 
seized his weapon with both hands, holding the edge to- 
wards himself, the falcon-beaked maillet (somewhat resem- 
bling the claw of a hammer) levelled at the Italian's head, 
and having his wrist guarded by the rondelky a round 
plate of steel attached to the handle of the battle-axe. He 
placed his left foot in advance, and stood firm, as if to 
meet the shock of an enemy. 

" And is that what you call a posture of guard, bold 
Sir?" asked Spalatro, with an ironical grin. "It may 
perhaps suffice in the north here, — ^but if you have to do 
with an Italian or Spaniard — " 

" Why," said the stranger, briskly, " do you hold that a 
northern is less to fear in mortal combat ?" 

" Not so fast, good Signer ! The double-hilted sword of 
a Fleming, a Dutchman's mace, or an Englishman's long- 
bow, are weapons unmatched in all other lands. But for 
the axe or dagger there are none to compare with those 
beyond the Alps and the Pyrenees. — So, how would yoa 
strike at your man ?" 

" "With the maillet on the casque, and then give point 
with the handle in the visor." 

" Yes, yes,'* said Spalatro, with a smile, " to stun his 
head or scratch his cheek; all that does well enough in 
the passing bustle of an onslaught, where you strike right 
and left, and have no time for finesse. You have seea such, 
woi:k as that, Sig:nor?" 
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" Perhaps I have," replied the stranger, haughtily. 

"And shivered many a lance no doubt in the Tournay f* 

"Well, and what then f 

"Why, this — V\l wager my dagger to the smallest coin 
in your purse, you have never fought in the lists, foot to 
foot, blood for blood, life for -life, or you would never talk 
of wielding your war-axe like a butcher. Now, mind you 
your lesson." 

With these words, the Italian put himself in a showy 
posture of attack, and raised the battle-axe above his 
head. 

" Now, Signer," said he, "suppose you were a northern, 
a Dane, a Scot, or an Englishman — the Duke of Gloces- 
ter, let's say; and I, as it might be, Philip of Burgundy; 
the fate of their coming duello depending upon such a 
turn as this. Not to waste time, and expose my body to 
his blows, attempting, like a vulgar man-at-arms, to poke 
the tusk of my axe-handle into his visor, but by one adroit 
twist to loosen it ; do ye hear ?" 

"By St. Andrew, ay!" answered the stranger, impa- 
tiently. 

*• A visor," resumed Spalatro, " And above all the new- 
modelled visor of the English casques, introduced by 
their late King Henry, and now in high vogue, is infalli- 
bly loosened if we can jerk out one of the twisted pivots 
on which it is hung at either side. But the edge of the 
axe has no purchase from which the wrist may wrench it. , 
You must, therefore, press with the tusk, between the 
rosette of the rivet and the ear-plate. Do you hear?" 
" Go on, go on !" exclaimed the stranger. 
" Then the visor once undone, flies instantly aside from^ 
its new-fangled construction— each bar drops in thesocket," 
^ the face is exposed from brow to chin, and you have only 
to choose where to push the tusk or the beak of handle or 
maillet Not being nice, / always select the temple or 
the eye." 

" But," said the stranger, in a less animated tone^ " it is 
not so easy to hit the mark between the rosette and the ear- 
plate. God*s my speed, good fellow, if there's the space 
there of a bodkin's point !" 
Spalatro smiled. " A little address, Signer ! that's all P 
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said he. " Hold ! your velvet mask there is tied within a 
hair's-breadth distance of the rosette of a visor — ^the knot 
touches the ear — very t^ell — ^presto! away!" 

And as he spoke, he struck aside the battle-axe from the 
stranger's hand — ^by a dexterous twist inserted the pointed 
handle or tusk of his own into the knot — and in a moment 
jerked oflf the velvet mask from the stranger* s face. Both 
Spalatro and dame Madeline instantly recognised the ac- 
quiline nose, blue eyes, and other marked but not handsome 
features of Philip " the good." The old woman clasped 
• her hands together and shook with sudden terror. Spalatro 
glowed with silent triumph. The duke's attendant clap- 
ped his hand on his sword, and stepped with a menacing 
attitude towards the Italian. But Philip interfered and 
exclaimed, 

" ' Tis well, 'tis well ! I am satisfied." 

The familiar, as all close attendants of the great were 
then called, pushed back his rapier into its sheath, picked 
up the mask, and muttering something unheard by the 
.others, prepared to collect the various weapons. 

" It is well, Spalatro, you have earned your purse, and 
proved your skill — ^yet I doubt me if I could serve Duke 
Humphreys helmet such a turn as you showed my mask. 
But we shall have another bout ere long, and try you at 
other arms. Let me see you at the tilt-yard to-morrow 
morning at seven — ^you shall be fitly cared for : Joos Woo» 
ters here, my trusty armourer, will do you honour with 
true Flemish hospitality, and show you some pieces of 
rare device and workmanship. Good woman, look up 
and be happy. Take this coin for the use of your cham- 
ber and an earnest of my protection, and show yourself 
ia the buttery at the castle. You shall find welcome and 
wherewithal to add to your store. No reply, Sigaor Bal- 
thazar! Not a word, good dame! I have had my frolic ^ 
put — but every one knows I brook no comment. When 
my foot is across the threshold, and my back turned, let 
,the events of this visit be forgotten — good evening !" 

"Forgotten!" said Dame Madeline, as the duke and - 
his attendant glided away, wrapped in their cloaks as be- 
fore, — " Forgotten ! Holy Mary forbid that ever it should 
be forgotten that my poor dwelling was honoured by the 
footing of the good duke ! Oh! Signor Spalatro, didn't I 
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tdl you great luck was coming on \x^7 Great glory is 
yours, and much honour have you brought me I" 

" An hour gone, it was * Master Balthazar,' reproach 
and abuse," sai^ Spalatro, " and thus the world wags in 
Artoise as in Italy I Ah, Dame Madeline, you little guess- 
ed how an Italian master of-arms could manage his fence 
with fortune. But all is now well. Go to Master Merlet, 
the taverner's, with this gold mouton, redeem my crimson 
velvet suit and silver tissue breeches — ^but you needn't tell 
how tarnished they are ! — replenish the cask of vernage, 
get a double flask of Gascoigny, and let me have a supper 
fit for the playmate of Duke Philip !" 



CHAPTER XVIIL 



The following morning the master-of-arms was punctu- 
al to the duke's hour of appointment. He took his way 
to the castle, gaudily equipped in the crimson suit which 
the good dame had taken out of pledge; his bonnet to 
match, with plume and tassel hanging on one side his 
head ; and his cut and thrust rapier held under his arm, 
when no one was near, or trailing ostentatiously on the 
ground, as soon as any one was in sight. He soon passed 
the gate of the town, traversed the suburb, crossed the 
bridge over the little river Canche, and approached the pre- 
cincts of the celebrated castle, where Duke Philip held at 
that epoch one of the most brilliant courts in Europe. 

Spajatro had not an architectural or antiquarian eye, or 
he might have stopped to examine the antique edifice, 
which was built in the eleventh century, by Baldwin, 
Count of Artois, on the site of the ancient fort erected 
seven centuries previous to even that remote date, by a Ro- 
man Governor of Gaul. Our Itahan passed by with equal 
indifference the original body of the building and the im* 
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mense additions made by successive sovereigns; and 
scarcely noticed even the magnificent park, gardens, and 
pleasure-grounds that extended on all sides ; his only ob- 
ject of inquiry being the tilt-yard. To this place he was 
directed with great courtesy, by the various porters and 
pursuivants who did duty at the several barriers, for he 
found that his name acted as a sufficient passport in every 
quarter, and his self-importance did not lose any thing in 
consequence. The tilt-yard was a vast square enclosed 
with walls at a considerable distance from the castle, and 
in the midst of offices for the due accommodation of horses, 
hounds, hawks, and all the sporting appurtenances of the 
princely establishment. The Italian was received at the 
entrance by his gruff acquaintance of the preceding even- 
ing ; and on inquiring for his highness, on whose invita- 
tion he had come, the Fleming pointed to a rising ground 
not far o^ where. Spalatro soon distinguished the duke, 
breasting a rapid hill, which he ascended at the rate of men 
who run for a wager. He was, in fact, at his usual task 
of training for his daily exercises, which he never by any 
chance omitted, being as it seemed determined that every 
advantage of physical condition should .be added to the 
moral courage which urged him to the combat with H\im- 
phrey of Glocester. 

This preliminary being finished, Philip mounted a horse, 
which was held ready saddled by a groom, and after tak- 
ing several gallops in a ring specially devoted to such 
exercise, he rode towards the tilt-yard. He was now ac- 
companied by a group of princes and nobles, with their 
and his own personal attendants, for almost all his guests 
followed his example, and either from courtesy or for plea- 
sure took part rn his pursuits. The Duke of Britanny, his 
brother, Arthur of Richemont, Philip Count of St. Pol, 
brother to John of Brabant, Anthony, bastard of Burgun- 
dy, James de Lalain, Peton de Saintraiiles, and numerous 
others of note, were of the party. But the Duke of Bed- 
ford, the chief of Philip's guests, was never present at these 
morning exercises, which were avowedly undertaken from 
hostility and hatred to his brother. 

As Philip entered the tilt-yard, his keen eye soon caught 
the figure of the Italian master-of-arms, and he accosted 
him with that frank and ready condescension, which had 
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contributed so much to gain him the surname that should 
be bestowed only for deeds, not manners. Spalatro felt 
doubly proud in this distinction, and in the cunning ma- 
nagement by which he hsui first acquired the notice of the 
duke j for all his reserve as to giving lessons in the town of 
Hesdm, and his apparent candour in avowing himself a 
partizan of the house of Orleans, were merely assumed for 
the purpose of exciting Phihp's curiosity, which he knew 
well was more than ever alive to every subject and person 
connected with the feats of arms. He had speculated well ; 
for his reputation for skill, and his refusal to teach, were 
soon bruited in town and castle, and Philip, as the Italian 
calculated, was imable to resist the desire to judge for him- 
self Several of the household had been for some days 
previous sounding Spalatro, and when the sovereign visiter 
himself at length came, the Italian knew him from the 
first moment, and timed his conversation accordingly. 
Philip now accosted him with all the eagerness inspired 
by his last night's proof of address; and he soon put it far- 
ther to the test by various trials with sword and lance, 
which amply bore out the Italian^s previous specimens of 
knowledge in his art. 

While all this was going on, the various nobles and 
knights taking part in the exercises, riding at the quintin, 
' practising with arbalettes, pitching quoits, or sUnging the 
bar, a considerable uproar was heard approaching from the 
town ; and several official personages, from the gate-keeper 
up to the chamberlain, came in due succession of grades 
to inform the duke of the cause of the disturbance. It ap- 
peared that an inhabitant of the suburbs having just then 
killed another man, as he and his friends asserted, in fair 
fight, he came with a posse of the town's-people, accord- 
ing to the privilege of their charter, to claim from the duke 
in person the right of freedom for the successful combatant 
As this was an event of rare occurrence, almost the whole 
population of Hesdin had poured forth, glad of an oppor- 
tunity to lay claim to even the smallest portion of corporate 
rights, of which cities have naturally been at all times so 
tenacious. The duke and his friends, with their follow* 
^rs, were on their parts equallv anxious to see this exhibi- 
tion ; and Philip, mounting his norse, took post in the centre 
of the tilt-yard, sunounded by the officers of his household, 
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in a gtate of most unceremonious disorder. The word be- 
ing given for the entrance of the crowd, a rush of men. 
women, and children took place, bearing the newly-claimed 
freeman before them, high lift^ on the shoulders of the' 
foremost, besmeared with blood, and looking aghast and 
awe-stricken, from the memory of his recent exploit and 
amazement at his present honours. 

" Long live Nicholas Mavot, free burgher of Hesdin I" 
shouted the crowd, and it was some time before their bois- 
terous triumph subsided sufficiently to allow their official 
spokesman, the provost of the town, to take his place in 
front, and address his formal demand to the duke for the 
blood-stained ragamuffin's admission to the rights and pri- 
vileges of citizenship. Phihp, assuming all possible gra- 
vity, and preventing, by his example, any outburst of 
laughter or signs of mockery on the part of his numerous 
suite, asked if the fact on which these claims were made 
was not substantiated by proof? 

'^ May it please your highness," answered the provost, 
"you will remember, that by article or item seventy-seven 
of the charter of our honourable Bourg of Hesdin, or He9- 
dinuffij granted by the puissant Count Robert of Artois in 
1283, and confirmed by his noble, potent, and princely bro* 
ther and successor Othon, in 1330, of which article or item 
your highness, our liege lord and sovereign, has of course 
due cognizance — " 

" In the hurry of the moment, I cannot say that I quitei, 
perfectly, absolutely recollect the particular clause," said 
Phihp. 

" Then I will cite it for your highnesses satisfaction," 
replied the provost, proceeding to unfold a huge heap of 
black-letter parchments ; '' or if it seems well to your be- 
nignity^ I can read the whole charter from beginning to 
end." 

"No, no, no!*' exclaimed the duke, hastily. "Pray, 
most worthy provost, spare j^ourself that trouble. Far be 
it from me, for my own gratification, to impose such a task 
on so honourable a functionary, or to inflict on our much 
beloved and highly-cherished people of Hesdin, a causeless 
delay in the accordance of their rights 1 Cite the clause, 
if it so please you, but don't read it — I take it on your 
word." 

Vol. L 16 
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" Long live the good Duke Phitip for ever!" rung in a 
hundred reverberations round the walls of the tilt-yard; 
while the provost, low-bowing, but somewhat disappointed 
withal at losing the opportunity of reciting a couple of 
hundred sheets of execrable Latin, seized the first moment 
of silence to resuma 

'' Thus, then, your highness, runs the aforesaid article— 
' If any inhabitant or sojourner in the suburbs of the said 
free bourg of Hesdin, or Hesdinum, kill or have killed an- 
other outright, in single combat for fair cause, his own 
body defending, he may come direct, with such burghers 
or followers as choose, and demand bis rights of franchise 
of the sovereign count in person — ^the only proof required 
being the blood of his slain enemy, undried, on his right 
hand, the evidence of the lifeless body, and his declaration 
that he did the deed, with his readiness to maintain it, 
shield on arm, and cudgel in hand, against the offered 
gage and challenge of all men.' " 

'^ And hast thou, Nicholas Maixt, done thine enemy to 
death, in single combat, for fair cause ?" asked the duke^, 
turning to the blood stained candidate. 

"Ay, BO it please your highness' s majesty I" said the fel- 
low, holding up his reeking right hand and a bloody knif^ 
while several others dragged forward the corpse. , 

" And does no one challenge the franchise so demand- 
ed,'' said Phihp aloud, turning away from these disgusting 
evidences. 

" Yes, yes, your highness I" exclaimed a half-breathless 
man, plunging through the throng, and approaching the 
duke — " God grant I am not too late 1 I challenge the 
murderer's claim — I dare him to single fight, shield on arm, 
and cudgel in hand — and I will prove the miscreant's 
crime, on his false body, in open lists of battle, when and 
where your highness and the good burgesses may com- 
mand." 

" And who art thou, good fellow?" asked Philip, touch- 
ed by the man's emotion. 

'' L am Jacotin Plouvier, your highness, freeman of Hes- 
din, and brother to the youth this wretch has murdered." 

" He avers that he killed your brother in fair fight," said 
the duke. 

<<In fair fight," exclaimed the other I "and who will 
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believe him ? Look on him as he stands — dwindled, shri- 
velled, and misshapen — ^mark his gnarled limbs, and say 
if he could overcome a man, much less such a man as 
Pierre Plouvier ! Ah ! there is my brother's body !" con- 
tinued he, half frantic as he recognised the corpse, which 
he seized in his arms, and held forward to view. " Look 
now on this that was ere while a man! See the fine pro- 
portions of this form, the sinewy arms, the powerful 
breadth of chest and shoulders, and say if such a thing as 
that could cope with him! Oh, God! oh, God! and is 
this thy fate, my dear, dear brother ! Look here, look here, 
where the villain's knife entered the back! See the gash 
— ^and the blood that gushes from it still! Is that fair 
fighting ? Ehike Philip ! Duke Philip I I beg, I demand 
justice at your hands ! Fellow burghers, will you let your 
franchises be polluted by the admission of this murderer ? 
Oh, my brother, my brother, my brave, my beloved bro- 
ther — ^you, strong, on the point of marriage, with hope 
and health for thy lot in life, is this thy fate ?" 

With these words he hugged the corpse in, his arms, and 
wept like a child Then dashing the body furiously down. 
he called out again — 

"But what's the use of this? Is this the way to re- 
venge his death ? Let the body be flung into its bloody 
grave — but give me my revenge ! Duke Philip, 1 call on 
you for justice and vengeance 1" 

" Ill-mannered man," cried the provost, pushing him aside^ 
"is it thus you clamour to your sovereign ? Is this the dutiful 
jrespectyou'owe to his highness? What will these nobles 
think of the people of Hesdin after such a specimen? 
Stand back! Stand back, fellow !" 

" No, no, this must not be," exclaimed Philip, pressing 
forward his horse. " By St Michael, the man speaks well 
and fairly ! And it shall never be said that Philip of Bur- 
^ndy refused justice in a case like this — he who for years 
cried out, and still cries out for vengeance against his fa- 
ther's murderers 1 Let the gage of battle be granted — 
there is just cause! What say you, Nicholas Mavot, to 
this man's charge ?" 

" He trembles and eamnot speak,'* said Plouvier. " Is 
got that guilt, your highness ?" 

^^ It may be ionoc^oce^ food fellowi" saicl Philip. *^ T\m 
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presence and your accusation might agitate anj man. 
Speak, Mavot! How came this wound in jour adyersa- 
it's back?' 

" I cannot saj how, your highness," replied the accus- 
ed, in a faltering voice, " but there are wounds on the face 
and breast as well/' 

As he said this, some of his friends held up the dead 
man's visage, which was scarred in several places,- and 
faint marks of the knife were also on his breast. 

*^ I can speak to those scars, if so it please your high* 
ness," said an old woman who stood by. 

"Speak, then, without fear or favour," said the duke, in 
an encouraging tone, and with a look of recognition. 

" Well, then, under your highness* protection and God^s 
mercy," said Spalatro's landlady. Dame Madeline, coming 
out of the crowd, " I saw from the river's side, where I 
was stooping low to gather cresses, Nicholas Mavot start 
from th^ copse close to St. Helen's well, and stab young 
Pierre Plouvier behind; and while the poor youth lay 
bleeding and gasping on the ground, turn round the body, 
and gash it on the face and breast with his knife." 

At these words a burst of execration ran through the 
crowd, and respect for the duke and his company, alone 
kept the people from tearing the culprit in pieces. 

"'Tis false, 'tis false!" cried Mavot, with a glance of 
despair. " She is his mother's sister, and would swear away 
my life. I killed him fairly, and will stand by my act." 

"Justice be done!" said the duke. "Let the lists be 
prepared for noon to-morrow, in the market-place, the gib- 
bet for the vanquished erected hard by, the weapons and 
other usual matters prepared, the accused and the accuser 
chaven and shriven; and, by God's grace, we will our- 
selves witness the combat, in which, may heaven favour 
the right, and punish the wrong !" 

Shouts of approval and delight ran through the crowd* 
The check given to the exercise of a corporate privilege, 
was amply repaid by the near prospect of a scene of legal 
barbarism. The official attendants took the two cham- 
pions into their keeping, to prepare them, in due course of 
oustom, for the morrow's ordeal; and as soon as the throng 
dispersed, the duke led the way to the castle, to meet Im 
iQore elevated victors at breakfast, having first ^ven or* 
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ders to Joos Wooters to conduct Spalatro to the annoury, 
to exhibit the new forge, built on the duke's own plan, and 
under his inspection, and consult on the formation of a 
newly constructed head-piece and hauberk, which had for 
some days past occupied Philip and his workmen, almost 
to the exclusion of all other matters. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



Philip's attention was soon diverted from the scene just 
described, by the variety of objects, both of politics and 
pleasure, which at this time required and divided his cares. 
At the morning repast, which waited his return to the cas- 
tle; were assembled the princely guests before enumerated, 
together with the Dutchesses of Burgundy, Bedford, Gui- 
«nne, and the celebrated Countess of Salisbury, whose 
beauty had totally captivated the good duke, by whom she 
was raised to the level of even his wife and royal visitors. 
She shared in the honours of his court more like its mis- 
tress than his guest ; and her influence was not only tole- 
rated, but sought for and turned to account, by every one of 
those whose interests were more or less at stake, in every 
public measure adopted or abandoned by Philip. 

The most anxious of all the high personages at that time 
assembled,* was the Duke of Bedford, who saw that, not- 
withstanding the treaty of Amiens, sworn between him and 
the Dukes of Burgundy and Britanny, two years before, 
Philip was evidently wavering in his constancy, instigated 
on the one hand by the unceasing intrigues of Arthur de 
Richemont, who was married to his sister, the Dutchess of 
Guienne, and on the other b37 his personal enmity against 
the Duke of Glocester. Bedford consequently devoted all 
his efforts to secure Philip to his cause, by the influence of 
his wife, also Philip's sister, and of the Countess of Salisbu- 
ry, his almost openly avowed mistress. Little cordiality 
16* 
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therefore existed among the leading inmates of the castle 
- of Hesdin ; and all the less distinguished persons followed 
of course these high examples, to turn the ducal court into a 
scene of puhlio dissimulation and secret intrigue. 

" Lovelj countess, my fair sisters, my wife, and noble 
princes all, I crave pardon for what may seem ray un- 
courteous delay,** said Philip, on entering the private- 
eating-room, with that air of elegance for which he was 
distinguished, and which we may fairly suppose was, 
even in those remote times, formed on the same system 
of exterior observances which constitute good breeding 
at present ; for, although fashion may have effected many 
modifications, still the essentials of manners among a 
polished people must be at all times nearly the same. 

"I know not how it betides," continued the duke; 
" but day after day some unforeseen occurrence keeps us 
later and later from our meals, and makes us wholly 
heedless of the old distich, the golden rule of life, which 
t€;llsus^ 

'Biae'Hit five. 
Dine at nine, 
Sup at five, 
•j^'bed at nme, 
And you shall live to nine^-nine V 

But we shall by and by reform, and return to the whole- 
some hours of our forefathers." 

"Good my brother," said the Dutchess of Bedford, 
"small chance there seems of that, while you give your- 
self up to those exercises which consume your morn- 
ings in a way more fitting to some young page, or im- 
spuned 'squire, than to a sovereign prince and mellowed 
warrior." 

"Verily, sister Anne," cried the proud Dutchess of 
Guienne, while her husband, De Richemont, gave an 
approving look, "you rarely miss an occasion to twit 
our noble brother with these necessary trainings, which 
every knight has need for ere he combat his mortal foe. 
'Twould almost seem, were it not unnatural quite, that 
you regretted the chances which he thus acquires for 
yictory." 

"Scarce more unnatural than that my sister should 
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s'j give utterance to such a surmise against my affection 

re and my duty." 

• "Affection and duty, when divided, my good Ann^ 
weigh hght in either balance, and 'tis doubtful which 
L; may kick the beam.*' 

I- "Why, how is this, fair sister?" said Bedford, with 

:: his usual temperate and placid interposition in these bick- 

w erings. " Has an hour's unusual fasting made you sar- 

3 castical this morning?'* 

" No, Bedford I" exclaimed De Richemont ; " but it 
seems to have made our sister Anne more splenetic than 
meet, when she takes to task in this way our brother 
Burgundy." 

"Sure I am at least," replied Bedford, calmly, "that 
our noble brother needs not thy championship, De Riche- 
mont, to save him from his sister's kind solicitude." 

" Solicitude !" said De Richemont, angrily, " methinks 
the word is misplaced, or at least the object it apphes 
to. Thy dutchess, Bedford, is too much English in hei 
heart not to let Glocester largely share in her — solici- 
tude." 

"The Count de Richemont is a too ready interpretei 
of others' thoughts, and a far too indelicate utterer of 
names that, at leasts might be left unspoken," retorted 
the Dutchess of Bedford, with rising warmth. 

" False delicacy is twin brother to foul play," said De 
Richemont. " I practise neither, I am prompt in speech, 
and open in deeds ; — if I think of Glocester, I mention 
him, and if I mention him it is in no guise of friendship." 
" We need not that news, good brother," said Bedford, 
losing temper at this persevering rudeness. " We 
know that no Englishman is honoured with Arthur de 
Richemont's amity." 

" Perhaps 'tis because I have tried them well," muttered 
de Richemont. 

" Perhaps because you treated them ill," replied Bedford, 
in as low a tone. 

Philip, who had hstened to this conversation, saw lips 
quiv^ and cheeks grow pale, and he thought it full time 
to interpose, as he did not wish for an open breach between 
his brothers-in-law, though not sorry for these occasional 
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skinnishesy which showed him his own importance in the 

ejes of those who were so ready to quarrel on his account. I 

" Good brothers, and kind sisters," said he, "This is a 
bad way to blunt the edge of appetite. It is not beseem- 
ing this family party which we all form together. By the 
holy patron of my name and house, it grieves me to see ! 

ill blood between those so dear to me! And the reproach | 

falls back on me— for I must be a sorry host to manage so 
ill my guests, as to give them time for disagreement. To 
table, ho! Squires, to your duty — ^let the trenchermen 
attend !" 

While the various squires, of the wine-cellar and the 
pantry, with the squires tranchants (or the carvers,) and vari- 
ous others who had waited for this signal busied themselves 
with all the occupations of the substantial repast that was 
now served, Philip took every means to restore tranquillity 
among his relatives, and then turned his most gallant at- 
tentions to the beautiful Englishwoman, who almost pre- 
sided inistress of the feast, but still did not actually as- 
sume that place in a way so decisive as to shock the feel- 
ings of the Dutchess of Burgundy by her side, or the tem- 
porising scruples of the other princesses. Conversation after 
a time became animated and general. The late ill-temper 
was either forgotten or hushed up, as the dissimulation of 
courtiers acting on the egotism of men told the rival 
brothers-in-law that mutual policy required them to wear 
a fair face. Philip recounted the scene of the tilt-yard to 
Bedford and the ladies ; and the curiosity of all was deeply 
engaged for the result of the combat to take place on the 
morrow. Other subjects of immediate interest for the pre- 
sent day — the miracle play to be acted by the company of 
Paris mummers before dinner, at noon the hawking party 
in the plains close by the palace for the evening, and the 
ball at night, to be followed up by thevmost favourite pas- 
time of all the dance mackabiej or dance of death — were 
topics that gave ample occupation between the courses of 
the repast. It ended in due ticqe.; and the various persons 
broke off in groups, or singly slipped away, to the many 
pursuits of. hstless gallantry, or still move idle occupations 
which filled the hours of the uninformed, if not unintellec^ 
tual, race of beings, who knew not the glorious impukes 
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of improvement, given bj the invention of printing and 
the revival of literature to the generation immediately 
succeeding. 

When the ladies were escorted with due honour and 
chivalric care, as their various fancies led the way, Philip 
propased an adjournment to his closet to his brothers of 
Bedford and De Richemont, with the Duke of Britanny 
and the Count of St. Pol, brother to John Duke of Bra- 
bant, regent of Hainault, and Jacqueline's most unflinch- 
ing enemy. The four princes followed as Philip led the 
way through the files of pages, chamberlains and halber- 
diers who lined the galleries and corridors ; and this coun- 
cil of sovereignty was soon in close debate, with closed 
doors, having given strict orders that their privacy might 
be undisturbed, except on the arrival of some pressing de- 
spatches. 

We will not clog the march of our story, by detailing 
all the subjects debated in this domestic congress, in which 
its various members endeavoured to subvert and thwart the 
designs of each other, or render them subservient to their 
own particular interests. The Duke of Britanny, a prince 
of mean talents and wholly influenced by his brother De 
Richemont, left to the latter the task of counteracting 
Bedford's efforts to keep Philip steady in his alliance with 
England, and in his enmity against Charles the Seventh, 
and only gave him the negative support of his general 
silence, or occasional assents to the appeab which De 
Richenaont made to his authority for his arguments or insl- 
nuatigihs. 

The Duke of Bedford, on the other hand, laboured in 
every possible way to strengthen his influence over Bur- 
gundy, by assurances that England should stand neuter 
in her quarrel with Jacqueline, let Humphrey of Glocester 
wish or think as he might. St. Pol, who personally hated 
the latter, from recollections of the war of Hainult, the 
preceding year, as well as in right of his championship for 
the cause of his brother, John of Brabant, whose honour 
was supposed to be violated by Glocester in the tenderest 
point, threw all the weight of his support into the same 
s^ale with the Brothers of Britanny, so that Bedford found 
himself alone opposed to the other three. But still relying 
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oa Philip's esteem for him, his hatred agaii^t his fath^s 
murderers, and his personal interest so much at stake in 
this Dutch question, he hoped to keep his ground in the 
unequal contest. 

Philip, always actuated by his thirst for aggrandisement, 
and his want of money for his exorbitant expenditure, 
took this occasion to press on Bedford several demands 
which he knew the regent would not dare to refuse. 

''Willingly, my brother," said Bedford, with diplomatic 
cleverness, putting the best face on Philip's avaricious 
. claims, " it is but fair that I agree to what is so justly your 
due, in right of your predecessors. I cede to you, in the 
name of my nephew. King Henry, and these noble prin- 
ces are my witnesses, the counties of Auxerre and Macon, 
with the lordship and castleward of Bar-sur-Seine, in full 
sovereignty, and in quittance for those unsettled accounts. 
And for my individual self, I freely waive my right to 
present payment of the balance of one hundred and twenty 
thousand gold crowns still due on the dowry of my be- 
loved dutchess, consenting to receive it in two years from 
this day, or to take in lieu an annual payment of four 
thousand livres, redeemable by quarters, at the choice of 
yourself on your heirs." 

" Bedford, my good brother," said Philip, pressing the 
regent's hand, " this generous compliance with claims you 
might have withstood, and requests you might have refus- 
ed, merits my gratitude, and adds to my esteem. And you 
angage to restrain your impetuous brother Glocester, who 
80 little resembles you in prudence and discretion, from 
sending aid to that false woman whom I will not call my 
cousin." 

" My brother Humphrey is dear to me, though I lament 
his rashness in this unhappy cause," replied Bedford, ''and 
I vow to you to leave no means untried to make him aban- 
don it, or at least to neutralize 'his opposition to your pro- 
ceedings against Countess Jacqueline. He shall have 
neither men nor money, if my influence may keep them 
back. Would that I might succeed oa w.ell in stopping 
this fatal quarrel between ye, and dissuade ye both from 
your projected combat." ^ 

" Name it not, Bedford 1 I sve»i by St. Aodrew, that if 
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the sokmn council now assembled a,t Paris does not pio- 
hibit the fight, my body or Glocester's' shall remain dead 
within the lists." 

" Right, cousin !" exclaimed St. Pol. " Be it never said 
that you were persuaded to shrink from the duel you pro- 
voked*-the blood of your race would run back sullied to 
its source I" 

"Brother of Burgundy," said De Richemont, "in your 
place, I would forbid, on pain of a personal quarrel, any 
Englishman to speak on this question in my presence. It 
is a settled point, and it must be a false friend who would 
recotomenda withdrawal on youT part, which would brand 
your good name with infamy." 

" So think I !" cried the Duke of Britanny, with a so- 
lemn shake of the head. 

" Hear me, princes !" said Bedford ; " but it is to you, 
De Richemont, that I particularly speak. No man will 
venture, I hope, to throw a doubt on my word — it is beyond 
attaint ; and Philip of Burgundy, when he named me as 
umpire in the unfortunate quarrel, even to the combat 
which is to decide it, between him and my own brother, 
became warrant for my impartial honour. As to you, Ar- 
thyr de Richemont, I know you to be choleric ; and he whd 
has done doubtfully by the English nation may well be 
excused some petulance against its individual sons. I 
therefore let pass your unmeasured phrase." • 

"To gain tnore freedom to attack my honour?" cried 
De Richemont, in high ire,-^" Is it so, Bedford ? For if it 
be, Glocester and Burgundy shall not be alone in the lists 1 
Do you mean to impute me wrong in the affair of my pa- 
role? Do you revive the question of my freedom from its 
obligation, as soon as your brother. King Henry, died ?" 

" I revive no question, for it never ceased to exist," said 
Bedford, coolly ; " nor will I now discuss a point on which 
we might never agree : the case is a plain one. You were 
a prisoner honourably taken in the fight of Agincourt. — 
.You obtained leave on parole, after six years captivity, to 
come into Britanny for the especial purpose of freeing the 
duke, your brother, from the prison to which he was trea- 
cherously corifined, by connivance of false Charles, the self* 
styled king of my late brother's and my present nepheVd 
realm of France. When you arrived, your brother had 
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g&med his liberty by other means— our Royal Henry sank 
into an untimely tomb. And you, the prisoner of the En- 
glish nation, held yourself freed from your parole by the 
death of the English king. England could not send an 
army to hunt you down. You took your freedom, and you 
keep it Such is my statement, and no mora 1 make no 
comment, and you will scarce offer a denial." 

" Denial I" repeated De Richemont. " No : you might 
have spared yourself and me, and our brothers and cousin 
here, this long repetition of *facts notorious, and which I 
am ready to maintain with my body against the lowest or 
the highest man in England — ay, or in France, good bro- 
ther, all regent as you are I" 

" Hold there, De Richemont ; your cause will gain no 
strength from empty words. You know I dare not risk 
my country's and my nephew's rights, to measure myself 
in private quarrel with any He that breathes." 

" You ought not then insult one, to whom you may not 
offer knightly atonement." 

" The young withers shrink, De Richemont, even before 
they are touched. You are sensitive because you are sore. 
But let us cease these squabbles, which can end in no good 
result. Matter enough of moment presses on us. For you 
the question is, will you or will you not take manly qnaX' 
rel with Britanny, your brother by blood, and with Bur- 
gundy and me^ your brothers by marriage? Will you 
make another to the triple act which binds us in solemn 
ties of honour in one common cause ? Or will you, in- 
stead, accept that mock staff of Constable of France^ which 
usurping Charles dishonours you by offering." 

" No man shall dare dishonour me — not even a king's 
son, English or French — either by act or implication," said 
De Richemont " And to prove my straight-forward readi- 
ness to meet your questions, and to demean me as I ought 
at this crisis, hear my answer. If Burgundy and you, and 
my brother of Britanny here, with St Pol to witness for 
the contract, agree and promise me the command of a suf- 
ficient army to take the field against Charles, I reject his 
offers of the staff of constable, which no hand has grasped 
since Earl Buchan loosed his hold of it in death on the 
bloody field of Y^neuil. I bind myself to your common 
caiise I and I pledge myself to finish the war or die in the 
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attempt. Answer me, now, all, freely, and without 
guUe" 

" I give my full consent," said the Duke of Britanny. 

" Speak, Bedford I" said Duke Philip, with his usual 
caution ; " you are the representatire of a king, and have 
most at issue." 

" Then, with all the candour required of me, I answer," 
said Bedford, deliberately. " In the first place, I offer to 
Arthur de Richemont, the county of Jersey, in full sove^ 
reignty, and a yearly pension charged on the joint reve- 
nues of France and England, to what amount may be fix* 
ed by arbiters chosen equally by himself and me, in proof 
of my desire to attach him &rmly to our cause. But I 
cannot in conscience confide the leading of an army of 
thousands of men, to one who has never fought in battle- 
field since his early essay in arms on the plains of Agin- 
court, and who showed not even there the skill required 
for such a charge." 

" Furies of hell ! must I bear this ?" cried de Richemont, 
starting violently up; "'tis said, His done, the insult is 
graven in my heart ! By Heaven and earth I swear this 
never shall be forgiven. England, I pledge you from this 
hour, eternal, desperate hatred, revenge and ruin I Philip^ 
farewell! St. Pol, bear with me! Brother, follow me! 
Bedford, the day will come when you and your detested 
nation shall lue this outrage I" 

With these words de Richemont attempted to leave the 
room, followed by his brother ; but Philip interposed, and 
was endeavouring to calm his fury, when a chamberlain, 
who had previously knocked at the private door of the clo 
set, and was commanded by Philip to enter, came in, and 
handed a sealed packet to the duke, saying,Hhat the knight 
who was its bearer, had come post haste, without an hour 
of rest, from Zealand, by Flanders, and craved immediate 
admission. 

"And who is the knight?" asked Philip, seizing the 
packet impatiently. 

" Sir Francon de Borsele," replied the chamberlain. 

" Ha !" exclaimed the duke, " give him instant admis- 
sion! Brothers, friends; I implore ye stop awhile; let 
every personal thought be sacnficed to me one moment, 
then follow what impulses ye ftiay." 

Vol. L 17 
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The four princes resumed or kept their seats with asf 
much apparent calm as thej could command so soon aftex 
the rude explosion that had agitated all of them more or 
less. Philip began to tear open the seal, the envelope, and 
the silk bands that bound the packet, and at the same in- 
stant, Vrank Van Borselen entered the room. 
• "Welcome, Sir Francon," said Philip impatiently, as 
the young knight made his obeisance. " This packet is 
fastened with a minuteness that does honour to Zealand 
etiquette. It is from your noble father, no doubt, and you 
may perhaps save time by unceremoniously telling the con- 
tents. Speak, good Sir Francon — you are in confidential 
presence, and need have no reserve " 

Vrank was certainly well enabled to obey this order, for 
it was himself that had written, folded, and sealed his fa- 
ther's despatch, with the forms used among the great in the 
most civilized parts of Europe, but which were totally un- 
practised in the rude regions, whence he had arrived, ex- 
cept by the sovereigns or those immediately attached to 
the court. He was tolerably prepared with the succinct 
account he had to render to the duke of the transaction at 
Tergoes, having well digested his father's recital, which 
he listened to attentively during the half hour occupied in 
the tying up and sealing of the despatch. He knew well 
the personal appearance of the princes before whom he 
was to speak, and had learned from the chamberlain that 
they were closeted with the duke; so his air was quite un- 
embarrassed, and he began his speech with a steadiness 
worthy an ambassador. But ere he advanced further than 
some courteous form of words by which he introduced his 
father's respectful message, Philip had succeeded in com- 
ing at the inmost fold of paper which contained the writ- 
ten document, and casting his eye on it for a moment, he 
burst out laughing and exclaimed — . 

" By St. Andrew, this is a model for diplomatists ! Hear 
ye, my friends, the despatch of my noble vassal Meere 
Borselen of Eversdyke — * For saving of time and fear of 
risks, I commend your highness to my son Vrank, the 
bearer, who knows all I could communicate.' Before our 
lady. Sir Francon, your countrymen merit well their re«- 
putation for caution ! But why give so much time to out- 
ward preparation if speed was so important^" 
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'*To let none through whose hands the packet might 
chance to pass suppose we were in haste, which most often 
betokens indecision." 

"And had you chanced to fall ill, to die even on the 
road, Sir Francon, of what use was your despatch?" 

" B^ter your highness should have remained some days 
in ignorance of my news, than let it be known premature- 
ly to your enemies." 

" Heaven always grant me such prudent allies as your 
father, and such faithful servitors as you!" exclaimed 
Philip, " and now for your tidings. Sir Francon, which 
this preface does not announce for good !" 

" They are not so, in truth, your highness, but you will 
pardon the messenger who would wish them better. In 
brief then. Countess Jacqueline, her brother William, Ru- 
dolf Van Diepenholt, Ludwick Van Monfoort, and the 
whole force of their faction, are in close junction, and have 
the upper hand — ^" 

"They shall soon be undermost, Sir Francon!" cried 
Philip. , 

" Hear me out, your highness — and a large fleet with 
some thousands of English troops — ^" 

" Hal what would you say ?" exclaimed Philip ; while 
Bedford, De Richemont, and St. Pol started suddenly up, 
the Duke of Britanny more slowly following their movement. 

" — Were in our seas the moment I left South Beveland," 
continued Vrank, respectfully and firmly. 

"Well, well!" cried Philip. 

" — And ere I reached the coast of Flanders — ^" 

" What then ? Speak quick, Sir Francon I What then ?" 

" — They must have landed in some of the islands of 
Zealand." 

At this conclusion of Vrank* s broken sentence, Philip 
lost all his wonted command of temper and discretion. He 
stamped on the floor, and uttered imprecation after impre- 
cation, with astonishing volubility. De Richemont and 
St. Pol could not conceal their delight, and chimed in, with 
every inflaming epithet to add to Philip's rage; while Bed- 
ford, overwhelmed with surprise and sorrow, stood silent 
and almost stupified. 

" Let princely faith be no longer the by-word for trea- 
chery— but English perfidy stand in its stead 1" cried Philip. 
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"Let the house of Lancaster bow down its head m 
shame r' said St. Pol, in even a higher tone. 

" May no Briton ever again meet confidence or trust I" 
exclaimed De Richemont, more loudlj and fiercely than 
the others. 

Bedford, the while, spoke not a word, and his unrufiied 
air, proving him superior to all personal feelings under such 
injurious circumstances, did more towards calming Philip 
than even the violence of De Richemont and St. Pol, which 
had, however, made him already ashamed by showing him 
the deformity of his own intemperate bearing. Bedford's 
countenance of candid regret told him also how blame- 
less he was in this affair. Philip, therefore, with one of 
^ose prompt exertions of sjelf-comraand, which few men 
possess, became instantly as calm as though nothing had 
occurred to discompose him; and while De Richemont and 
St Pol gazed on him, as astonishment mingled with the 
respect which was due more to his power over himself 
than others, he offered his hand to Bedford, and exclaimed, 

" Bedford, I heartily ask your pardon I As my brother, 
as my guest, as the noblest instance that lives, of honour, 
wisdom and valour, the atonement is triply due to you. I 
am ashamed to have forgotten my sense of decorum, and 
to have simk in your esteem. Forgive me I" 

Bedford pressed the proffered hand in his, and assured 
Philip that he blamed not the natural expression of passion 
80 justly excited, but that he would prove his regret and 
displeasure at its cause, by instantly setting out for En- 
gland, and interposing his whole authority between his 
brother and the madness of his proceedings. The witnesses 
of this prompt reconciliation were differently moved by it; 
Vrank Van Borselen felt the most generous emotion rising 
up, at the double display of magnanimity; the others looked 
on in sullen disappointment and displeasure. 

" Ere noon, my friends, I shall commimicate to ye all 
my views of this unlooked-for matter; but of this be assur- 
ed, it shall change in nought my already concerted plans, 
nor shall it interrupt in one tittle the sports traced out for 
the six days which are to come. Let me impose implicitly 
on all, silence on these events, and beg as a boon, apparent 
forgetfulness, at least of all that has passed at this confer- 
ence. At the end of this weel^s t^rm, my plans will be 
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Bfianged, and each will then be free to follow all his own. 
In the mean time, this frantic expedition from England 
gives me little concern. My faithful friends in Zealand 
and Holland will soon check the invasion, and my troops 
from Flanders under John Uterken — ^^ 

" Are already opposed to the enemy," said Vrank, who 
knew well how to interpose, a well-timed interruption even 
to his sovereign. 

" Good !" cried Philip, his blue eyes sparkling with joy 
at the ready intelligence, "and we shall soon ourselves 
confront the danger ! — And now let us result to your Fries- 
land mission, Sir Francon." 

"All promises well, may it please your highness. Rad- 
bolt of lis, and Haron of Bolswart, the leading chiefs, have 
sworn fidelity and prompt succour to your cause — ^" 

" Enough then ! Let Glocester stand on his guard [ — 
you may retire, Sir Francon — we will give you private 
audience to-morrow, and hear minute details." 

No sooner had Vrank obeyed this intimation, than Phi- 
lip once more enjoined secrecy, and forbade 9.II outward 
evidence of dissension between hisbrothers-inlaw; and the 
princes soon separated to follow up the various amusements 
traced out for the day, with the smoothest looks, and the 
least agitated thoughts they could command. 

Vrank took immediate measures for repose and refresh- 
ment after his rapid journey, and did not make his public 
appearance until the night had fairly set in. Then, more 
from duty than from actual inclination — for recollection of 
the Zevenvolden had produced a magic change in the tem- 
perament which formerly urged him into the vortex of 
pleasure — he joined the dancers in the ball-room. A cer- 
tain feeling of vanity also prompted him to show how little 
he valued the fatigues of three days and nights' travel. 
And he never excited more admiration than he did on this 
occasion, by the union of grace, elegance, and gallantry, 
with an air of solid sense that was pre-eminently his own. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



The combat for life and death between Jacotin Plouvier 
and Nicholas Mavot was the subject of universal curiosity, 
. and a species of wild interest, to almost every individual in 
the town and Castle of Hesdin. It was fixed for the hour 
of noon on the day following the scenes we have just de- 
scribed. Long before that hour the lists had been prepared 
in the market-place of the town, fronting the site where 
the Hotel de Ville was subsequently erected, by Sebastian 
Oya, architect to the Emperor Charles V. The place 
where that edifice now stands was on this occasion occu- 
pied by a covered wooden pavilion hastily erected for the 
accommodation of Duke Philip and the princes his guests, 
with some others adjoining, for the courtiers and oflacers of 
the household. These " stands,** as we familiarly call such 
erections, were hung with cloth of various colours, filled 
up with as much care as could be given on such short pre- 
paration. But neither the time nor the occasion allowed 
or warranted any approach to such magnificence of deco* 
ration as was displayed in honour of the jousts and tour- 
naments, on which the scene about to be enacted was a 
farce, and to modern notions a disgusting parody. But 
the immense crowds, collected from the towns and villages 
for leagues around, who had heard of the affair during the 
night, now filled the wide area of the market-place with a 
lively exhibition of human anxiety, in a matter that in- 
volved excitements a thousand times greater than the most 
elegant display of chivalry. And there was something 
desperately awful in the absence of every thing imposing, 
and the presence of aJl that was impressive, in the prepara* 
tions for the deadly conflict The coarsely constructed 
arena was thick-strewn with sand ; the palings that sur- 
rounded it were rough and rude; two chairs covered with 
black cloth were placed at either end; the huts outside the 
lists which contained the almost savage men were of the 
commonest materials, little better than sties for swine; 
ifhile oppo9itj& tbe duke's pavilioo waa a high gibbet, from 
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which a rope dangled down"; and a dark-visaged hangman 
stopd beneath, holding the noose in his impatient hand. 

Just as the clock of St. Mary's church struck out the 
deep-sounding notice of noon, the trumpets of Duke Philip 
announced his entrance into the tower ; and in a few mi- 
nutes he and his suite of friends and followers took the 
various places assigned for them. No parade of majesty 
beyond the official troop of attendants accompanied Philip 
on this occasion. He came in the mere character of a 
spectator, and the solemnity of his black suit and the stern 
calmness of his look, in which he seemed the model for 
all those around him, harmonized well with the awful feel- 
ings of the crowd. No ladies appeared in the pavilion. 
Their absence was occasioned, not by the ferocity, but by 
the vulgarity of the e^^ected exhibition. Had it been 
gentlemen that were to fight, and noble blood that was to 
flow, the tender dames of the fifteenth century had not 
shrunk from, but would have anxiously thronged to the 
scene. But the total want of every thing softening or 
graceful left the spectators to the uncurbed exposure of 
man's natural fierceness. 

The provost of the town, Mercio du Gardin, and Messire 
Gilles de Harchies, a gentleman appointed for the day to 
the same office on the part of the duke, acted as judges, 
and took their station in a balcony close to the lists. At 
a signal from Philip that he was ready, a bell was rung, 
for the combatants were not honoured with a flourish of 
trumpets, and the doors of the huts were simultaneously 
opened and the men led to their respective chairs. Mavot 
looked wild and haggard, his adversary determined an'd 
fierce — ^but the countenances of both were stamped with 
the air of desperation, natural to men on the point of a 
struggle which must end in the death of one or the other. 
The whole appearance of these men had something 
frightfully ludicrous, and the crdwd on seeing them could 
not resist a murmur of laughter, which rose above the ex- 
clamation of honor that mingled with it. For a tight dress 
of leather enveloped each, showing the form of limbs and 
body with the accuracy of complete nudity ; their feet were 
naked, their nails cut close^ and their heads shaved. They 
stared on each other with an expression of mutual surprise 
and disgust; and recollectipg that each waaareaemblance^ 



Digitized 



by Google 



194 lACQVSLINE 07 HOLLAND. 

of the other they simultaneously started back, as if they 
would shrink from the reflection of their own disfigurement. 
They sat down on the chairs and waited the progress of 
the ceremony, while the provosts raised their truncheons 
and called out to the indecorous crowd with a loud voice^ 

" Guare le Ban !" a technical warning of magical effect, 
for it produced an instant silence among the people, who 
dreaded the punishment that was sure to follow an infrac- 
tion of the order it implied. 

Some of the corporate ofiicers now entered, with attend- 
ants bearing various matters. Two of them placed in the 
hand of each champion a bannerol of devotion emblematic 
of their respective saints; and a functionary, holding a 
large illuminated mass-book with silver clasps, proposed 
the customary oaths, with true official indifference to the 
perjury which one or the other of necessity committed. 
Mavot swore that he killed his enemy fairly ; and Plouvier 
swore that he did the deed foully. The impatience of the 
spectators was quickly relieved by the more decisive tokens 
of the approaching combat. To each of the men was now 
handed a triangular wooden shield painted red, the apex 
of which they were obliged to hold upwards, instead of 
bearing it in the more natural and efficient manner com- 
mon to knights and soldiers. Then the bannerols were 
replaced by two maple sticks of equal length and weight, 
and each a most deadly weapon in the grasp of a desperate 
man. The chairs were removed outside the lists ; and the 
final ceremony of preparation took place. 

This was of a nature to call forth the exercise of all the 
provost's authority to repress the laughter of the crowd, 
and to put to a severe test the decorum of the better man- 
nered spectators. Close beside each champion was placed 
a copper vessel filled with grease ; and a groom seizing 
each with one arm immediately fell to work to smear him 
over in every part with the slippery unction, so as to make 
it quite impossible that either could catch hold of his ad- 
versary with any chance of retaining him for an instant. 

Next was brought forward two basins of ashes, in whfch 
each man carefully plunged his hands and rubbed them 
Well, removing the grease and allowing a steady grasp of 
shields and cudgels. And then was put into the mouths of 
both, coarse sugar, to refresh them in the course of the corn- 
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bat, keep them in wind, and afford a supply of saliva — ^for 
such were the supposed qualities of the remedy. 

The attendants now retired ; and one of the provosts 
standing up in his balcony, flung down a glove into the 
arena and cried loudly — 

" Let each man do his duty !" 

A rush forward towards the paling, which bent Inwards 
with the pressure of the throng, straining, jumping, push- 
ing and squeezing, and causing, consequently, a general 
disappointment to individual efforts, proved the anxiety of 
the people to witness the first assault. It instantly took 
place ; Plouvier, who was strong and athletic, rushed for- 
ward with the vigour of a wild beast bounding on its prey. 
It seemed as if the next moment must have decided the 
fate of the short and crooked, but still active being to 
whom he was opposed ; and had Mavot waited the attack 
such had no doubt been the result. But as Plouvier came 
close to him and raised his arm to strike, he shifted his cud- 
gel into his left hand, held up his shield, and, stooping 
down, seized a fist full of sand, which he dexterously 
flung full into his enemy's face. Shouts of applause and 
laughter burst from the people at this unheroic stratagem, 
and were loudly renewed as Plouvier strove to rub the sand 
from his eyes, while Mavot plied him with fresh showers 
of the subtle, missive, and accompanied every discharge 
with a stroke on the legs, which made the other caper 
about in a double dance of pain and rage, alternately 
stooping his hand to rub his shins, or raising it to relieve 
his eyes. 

Plouvier dealt round furious blows at random, but 
enough to keep aloof a bolder assailant than his ; and by 
degrees he freed his eyes from the sand. Then measuring 
the distance between him and his prey, he darted forward 
and attempted to seize Mavot by the arm. But the greasy 
member slipped through his hold, and several similar ef- 
forts met the same result, the crooked man twisting and 
twining away with most ludicrous altitudes of active de- 
formity. Plouvier gasped for breath, and dashed the foam 
from his mouth; while Mavot, seizing the opportunity of 
his exhaustion, aimed one blow at his stooping head, with 
such sure effect that the blood spouted from his brow and 
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etreamed down his face, while he staggered back and fell 
to the earth apparently senseless. 

To finish the victory he was thus rapidly gaining, Mavot 
limped after his victim, encouraged by the shouts of his 
friends. " Long live Nicholas Mavot, free burgess of Hes- 
din !" was the cry from all quarters ; and the hitherto tri- 
umphant man flourished his cudgel for joy. He approach- 
ed the prostrate enemy, and raising the weapon high, seem- 
ed to search the most vital part for its descent, when Plou- 
vier, who had met trick with trick, and only feigned insen- 
sibility, sprung upwards with a galvanic bound, and be- 
fore the deliberate homicide could elude his grasp, he seiz- 
ed him by the throat with both hands, squeezed and shook 
him with giant force, then flung him on the sand, and with 
half a dozen well dealt blows left him a corpse. 

He gazed at him for a while to mark that his struggles 
were over. Then, amidst a profound silence from the asto- 
nished and horror-stricken crowd, he raised the body in 
his arms, and advancing to one side of the lists he flung 
it over the paling, at the hangman's feet, and under the 
gibbet from which it was so soon to dangle. 

A loud shout of acclamation now burst from the crowd, 
who had recovered from their momentary feeling of hor- 
ror. '' Jacotin Plouvier for ever !" was now the cry ; and 
amidst the boisterous greetings of the people, who ru$hed 
around from all sides, Duke Philip and his guests abrupt- 
ly retired, disgusted at the scene, and somewhat ashamed 
to have been its witnesses. 

To efiace with all possible speed the unpleasant impres-, 
sion of this event, both from himself and others, Philip 
gave immediate orders for a justing match for the day but 
one following ; and in the mean time had recourse to every 
possible variety of those occupations which then interested 
him and employed him most. A long closet conference 
with Vrank Van Borselen, on the details of his Friesland 
mission, and the particulars of his Zealand news, protract- 
ed audiences to receive the nobles from Flanders, Hainault, 
and his other states, who came by invitation to sheue in the 
festivities of the week, employed several hours before even- 
ing. More than one deep consultation with Spalatro 
Q.nd Jpo3 Wooters filled up some intervals, io a manuer 
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most congenial to Philip*s preponderating mood ; and the 
receipt of frequent letters from several quarters gave a va* 
riety of excitement to the busy day. 

One of these despatches, hastily torn open during his re- 
ception of some new-comers, seemed to afford Phihp a mix- 
ture of satisfaction. He was of too subtle a nature to be 
often hurried into any exposure of feelings which he wish- 
ed to conceal. The observers, however, could not fail to 
remark the variety of emotion which seemed to affect him 
on the perusal of this communioation. He hurried over the 
ceremony of the scene he was engaged in ; turned his at- 
tention suddenly from his visitors to some of his official at- 
tendants ; and for the remainder of the day wore at times 
an air of deep abstraction, as if he pondered in his own de- 
spite on some embarrassing dilemma. But still the plea- 
sures of the field, the table, or the bower, went on with 
undisturbed vigour; and the next morning opened with a 
renewed appetite for each. 

Two circumstances connected with the approaching 
tournament seemed to excite the duke's particular interest 
One was the unexpected arrival of a renowned and valiant 
knight, Galiot de Baltasini, chamberlain to the Duke of 
Milan, who was travelling in search of opportunities to 
distinguish himself by feats of arms, and had appeared at 
Hesdin, without further invitation than that held out to all 
comers by Philip's hospitality. The duke received him 
with more than common cordiality, for he had on the pre- 
ceding days heard much from Spalatro of his fame, and 
particularly of his skill in wielding the battle-axe, the 
dagger, and the terrible kind of sword called an estocj 
which were the weapons agreed on for the projected com- 
bat with Glocestei;. 

To Baltasini's request that he might enter the lists with 
some of the noble knights on the following day, Philip 
gave ready assent, and the Milanese in consequence looked 
about him for advice as to whoni he should measure him- 
self with. Among the nobles who figured at the banquet 
and ball was Martin de Ternaut, one of Philip's chamber- 
lains, who was remarkable by wearing on his left arm a 
ladys embroidered rufliie or manchettej fastened with a tie 
of black and blue ribbons richly studded with diamonds 
and pearls. As soon as Baltasini discovered this, he ap« 
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proached Philip, and dropping on one knee required leave 
to touch De Ternaut's emprise^ as these tokens of chain- 
pionship were called. The duke granted the hoon ; when 
the Italian addressed himself to Toissou d'Or, the duke's 
herald, to know the custom of the country, as in Italy it 
was understood that merely touching an emprise was a 
challenge for an engagement of chivalry, but snatching it 
ofif the wesurer a defiance to combat hVoutraThct, for life or 
death. Toissou d'Or having informed him that De Ter- 
naut meant no more in wearing his emprise than the usu- 
al course of amicable justing, the ItaUan advanced, and 
bending on one knee exclaimed — 

" Noble knight, I touch your emprise, and will, with 
God's pleasure, accomplish every feat that you may pro- 
pose or wish to do, on horseback or foot." 

" Most humbly do I thank you, and welcome you, re- 
nowned champion, and soon shall you receive my written 
conditions of combat," replied the other, in like attitude, 
and measures were instantly entered on for the regulations 
of the contest. v 

The other matter which so much occupied Philip^s at- 
tention was a singular gage of combat offered and accepted 
between a Spanish and an .English knight, to which con- 
test the duke, from motives already explained, had looked 
forward with peculiar anxiety. The original challenge 
was thus couched : — 

" In the name of .God, and of the Virgin M^ry, I, Mi- 
chael d' Orris, to exalt my name, and knowing full well the 
renown of the prowess of English chivalry, have, from the 
date of this present letter, fastened to my leg a piece of 
the grevt (a portion of armour) to be worn by me until I be 
delivered from it by some English knight, performing the 
following deeds of arms : 

" First, to enter the lists on foot, each in whatever ar- 
mour he pleases, having a sword and dagger attached to 
any part of his body, and a battle-axe, with the handle of 
such length as I shall fix on. The combat to be as follows: 
ten strokes with the battle-axe ; and when these strokes 
shall be given, and the judge shall Cry out ^HoT ten cuts 
with the sword, without change of armour. When the 
judge shall again cry out * Ho!' we will resort to our dag- 
gersy .and give ten stabs with them. Should either party 
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1:086 or drop his weapon, the other may continue the use of 
bis until the judge cry out once more ' Ho!' 

"When the combat on foot shall be finished,^ we will 
mount our hisses, each armed as he pleases, but with simi 
lar iron helmets, which I will provide : each shall have 
"what sort of gorget he pleases. I will also provide the 
saddles. The lances shall be of equal lengths, with which 
twenty courses shall be run, with liberty to strike on the 
fore or hinder parts of the body, from the saddle upwards. 

** These courses being finished, the following combat to 
take place : that is to say, should it happen that neither of 
tis be wounded, we shall perform on that or the following 
day, so many courses on horseback until one fall to the 
^ound, or be wounded so that he can hold out no longer ; 
each being surmed as to his body and head according to his 
pleasure. The targets to be made of horn or sinews, with- 
out any iron or steS^'^and no deceit in them. The courses 
to be performed witli the before-mentioned lances and sad- 
dles on horseback ; each may settle his stirrups as he pleas- 
es, but without any trick!" 

This challenge, dated from Paris, and sent by a pour- 
suivant to Calais, met the following answer :-^ 

" to the noble and kofumrable person, Michael d! Orris, 

*'John Prendergast, knight and familiar to the most 
high and puissant lord, the earl of Somerset, sends greet- 
ing, honour and pleasure 4 

" May it please you to know I have just seen your letter, 
which tells me your valiant desire for deeds of arms, and 
that you wear a certain thing which is of pain to you, 
but which you will not take off till delivered by an English 
knight. I being equally desirous of gaining honour and 
amusement, like a gentleman, accept your challenge in the 
name of God, of the Blessed Virgin Mary, and of my 
lord's St Qeorge and St Anthony, as well to ease you from 
the pain you are now suffering, as from my desire of mea- 
suring myself with some of the French nobility. I will 
write to the governor of Boulogne^ on Epiphany-day next 
ensuing, or sooner, if possible^ to acquaint ham of the 
time and place of combat, that you may be instaotly in- 
Vol. L 18 
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fiHnned of the willingness of mj heart to grant jour te* 
quest. 

" Noble, honourable, and valiant lord, I pray the Author 
of all good to grant jou joy, honour, and pleasure, with 
every kind thing you may wish to the lady of your affec-' 
tion, to whom, I entreat that these presents may reconw 
mend me." 

No answer arriving to this letter as soon as the English 
knight expected, he again wrote : — 

" To the honourable Michael cS Orris, ^c, 

** Since to ease you from the penance you have suffered, 
and still do suffer in wearing the stump of the greve on 
your leg, I have consented to dehver you, by a combat at 
arms, described in your letter, and am therefore ready pre- 
pared to fulfil our engagement in arms, under the good 
pleasure of God, St. George, and St. Anthony, I expect 
you will not fail to meet me for the deliverance from your 
long penance; and to accomplish this, 1 have procured 
and send you a passport for forty persons and as many 
horses. 

" I have nothing more to add, for you know how much 
your honour is concerned in this matter. I entreat, there- 
fore, Cupid, the God of Love, as you may desire the affec- 
tions of your lady, to urge you to hasten your journey." 

This second letter meeting no reply, the English knight 
again wrote from Calais, which he had somewhat irregu- 
larly taken on himself to choose for the place of combat :-^ 

" I am greatly astonished, considering the purport of my 
letters, that I have received no answer. I am ignorant if 
the God of Love, who inspired you with the courage to 
write your challenge, has since been displeased, and 
changed his ancient pleasure, which formerly consisted in 
urging on deeds of arms and in delights of chivalry.* 
He kept the nobles of his court under such good go* 

* AH this passage has reiaxeaee to the aneiant Comr d^Amnmu 
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Tprntnent, that to add to their honour, after having un- 
dertaken any deeds of arms, they could not absent them- 
selves from the country, where such enterprise was to be 
performed, until it was completely finished. I would 
not he should And me so great a defaulter in this respect 
as to banish me from his court, and shall consequently 
remain here for another month, ready to deliver you, so 
that your }ady and mine may know that out of respect 
to them, I am willing to easp you of your penance. After 
that period, should you not come, I intend, under God's 
pleasure, to return to England, where I hope to God that 
knights and esquires will bear witness I have not mis* 
behaved towards the God of Love, to whom I recom- 
mend my lady and yours, hoping he may not be displeased 
with them at least, for any thing that may have hap- 
pened." 

A long interval elapsed without any notice being taken 
of this letter. At length another appeared from the ori' 
g^inal challenger, avowing himself to be a native of Arra- 
gon, not a Frenchman, as the date of his first letter had 
caused the English knight to imagine; accounting for his 
silence by his absence in Spain, " fighting the quarrels of 
his friends," containing specific answers to Sir John Pren- 
dergast's letters, and finally renewing his challenge; but 
sprinkled very cautiously with reproaches and insinuations, 
in reply to his adversary s mixed compositions of devotion 
and gallantry. He expressed his readiness to come as far 
as Picardy to meet Prcndergast; and the Court of Philip 
of Burgundy, the founder of the order of Toissoud'Or, 
and himself the very quintessence of chivalry, seemed the 
most natural place for deciding the long pending affair. 

To this rather an heroic reply was returned, through 
the medium of Perrin de Laherent, English sergeant-at- 
arms, to the efis^t-'that if d' Orris would pay Prendergast 
five hundred marks for the expenses he had been put to by 
the non-appearance of the former on the first occasion, ho 
would meet him, not otherwise. There the afiair rested, 
causing no small anxiety in the chivalric world, and to 
EKike Philip in particular, a degree of interest which we 
]»ope a^y be shared by our resulers^ for ^hon| we bavo 



Digitized 



by Google 



20t JACaVXLINB Of HOLA&NP. 

Blade a very brief abridgement of this memorable corra»> 
pondence. 

'Opinions differed considerably on the whole transaction. 
Spain and England found many champions ready and 
willing to espouse each side of the questioh; and it was 
understood that if neither of the principals in the affair 
appeared, on the day fixed for the tournament at Hesdin^ 
two knights, one a Castihan, named Jehan de Bonifac^ 
the other an Englishman, called Thomas Que, were to 
step into the lists, as self-named proxies, for the honour of 
their respective nations and the decision of the quanel. 

Descriptions of tournaments have employed many a pen and 
filled many a page, and so much has been written on the 
subject that it has now become as trite as it is picturesque, 
as famihar as it is interesting ; but let all that has ever been, 
told of these gay scenes be combined in the memory, or mag- 
nified in the imagination, and it will scarcely exceed the 
display of princely splendour thai was exhibited in the 
lilt-yard of Hesdin Castle, on the day fixed on for- the great 
justing matches that arose from the events just nanated. 

We must omit the mention of many a feat of prowess, 
in which young knights made elder heroes jealous of their 
fame. Nor can we indulge in dazzling details of the beau- 
ty, the elegance and the coquetry which inspired, added 
grace to, or look advantage of the various passages^f the 
day. Great injustice must we be guilty of to the noble 
Lord of Ternaut, in hastily glancing over his gallant mien 
and good conduct, " his bronzed skin, and bushy beard^ 
and his countenance of warrior, not of maiden," as record- 
ed by the honest chronicler of his deeds. And as much 
are we in default to the memory of his redoubted challen- 
ger, Galiot de Baltasini, who, armed at all points, sprang 
at one bound from his saddle, "as Hghtly," according to 
the same authority, " as though he bore on his body but a 
silken pourpoint." With lance, estoc, and battle-axe did 
these champions deal many a blow and thrust on each 
other's head-pieces and harness^ and full bravely did the^ 
accomplish their feat of anna But nought did Duke Phi- 
lip's piercing eye discover in all this wherewith to add to 
his own skill, or which might by any other means rival the 
m^ter-twist he had learned from Spialatro, who did not fail 
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to return, .with sundry consequential winks and nods, the 
condescending looks occasionally throWn towards him by 
his all but royal patron. 

And as little space may we afford to aid in the well- 
merited immortality of the trusty English esquire, Tho- 
mas Q,u6, who on this occasion gave and took full many a 
stroke for honour's sake, with the brave Boniface of Old 
Castile ; each man sustaining the quarrel of another, with 
all the noble ferocity that chivalry could have exacted had 
it^been their own. Philip of Burgundy and his dutchess, 
and his sisters, and the lady-mistress of his illegal love, and 
all the dignified personages before introduced to our readers, 
with the numerous and brilliant suite of dames and maid- 
ens of honour, of chamberlains, equerries, squires, and pa- 
ges, partook to the utmost stretch in all the usual enjoy- 
ments afibrded by the exciting scene. All wore an air of 
festive satisfaction. The fires of political resentment 
smouldered but did not blaze ; and all the jealousies and 
envies of jt^e court were decked in a motley masquerade of 
-cordiality and candour. 

There occunred, however, more than one circumstance 
that betrayed the undjer-current of ill-will, which checked 
this stream of politic sUavity. During the justing between 
the Englishman and the Spaniard, frequent sarcastic le- 
marks were thrown out by De Richemont and his wife, not 
pointed enough to call for retort on the part of the Duke 
and Dutchess of Bedford, but sufficient to hurt the sensi- 
tiveness of the latter to the quick, and not a little galling 
to her calm and dignified husband. 

When, in the heat of the assault, Thomas ftu^ display- 
ed great agility and skill, the Dutchess of Bedford, turning 
to those next her, exclaimed, 

^^ r faith, he bears him like a gallant gentleman !" 

''As a kestrel has resemblance to a hawk, fair sister,'* 
flaid Richemont with a sneer. 

" Nay, but he wields his estoc with a good grace, Riche- 
xnont?" 

''Rather as an Iricdi Gallowglass might shake his stave 
than as beseems one trained to chivalry." 

" Hush, hush, good Anne^" said Bedford, " thou see'st 
that Richemont does not brook the flourish of an English 
nwapon." On this the fiory Breton was preparing a sharp 
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retorti wben be caught a look, darted from beneath Phi- 
]^s bushy brows; which half commanded, half begged for* 
bearance: De Richemont complied ; but soon found occa** 
sion to return to his vexatious tone of sarcasm. Loud 
shouts^ shaking of scarfs, and other marks of applause, ac- 
knowledged the efforts of the champions in one peculiarly 
hard struggle. The Castilian returned these inspiring 
tokens by courteous gestures, and seemed animated to still 
greater exertion. The phlegmatic Qu6 took no notice 
whatever, but steadily met his adversary's new attack. 

" By St. Andrew \" cried De Richemont, turning to 
Burgundy, '^ yon English churl seems to despise our praise, 
while the brave Spaniard grows braver still as we applaud 
him." 

" The Spaniard's valour springs from the eyes of the be* 
holders — ^the Englishman's lies about his heart," calmly 
remarked Bedford. 

" I know not distinctions of valour," replied Richemont ; ^ ' 
and he was preparing to add something, when Philip in- 
terrupted him — 

"But I do," said the duke^ ''a valour of glory and a va- 
lour of natural courage are two things — and so are a tilt- 
yard, and a battle-field — ^so a merry meeting and an on-' 
slaught of war — and so," added he with loud emphasis, 
and throwing down the white trunchecHi which he carried 
as judge of the tournament, "this feat of arms is done 1 — 
Much honour and praise be to these noble champions-^ 
each has well sustained his country's and his absent com- 
patriot's nama And now give entrance. Marshal, to my 
noble friend, James Lalain, the flower of Brabancon chi- 
valry. He waits at the pavilion for the signal. Sound a 
flourish of trumpets ! Goj good De Richemont, join with 
the lords of Ravenstein and Beauvais to lead the young 
champion to the lists !" 

De Richemont moved off from the duke^s pavilion, in no 
gtacious mood, to fulfil this invitation, muttering words of 
bitter reference to Bedford, who either did not hear, or 
seemed not to hear them. All eyes were now turned on 
the new champion, whose celebrity has found ample record 
in chronicle and tradition, both which pronounce him the 
model of chivalric perfection. He was tall, strong, hand* 
•ome^ hnve^ and generous the cardinal virtues of thoM 
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times, when intellectual endowments were of secondary 
value, and the talents of hitting hard and squanderings 
profusely raised their possessors to the most etivied heights 
of fame. 

James Lalain soon sallied forth from his pavilion of 
green and white silk, abov€ which was elevated his es- 
cutcheon, blazoned with the armorial bearings of his 
house, an embroidered stag with sixteen antlers, each car- 
rying two banners, to mark in all the thirty-twQ coats of 
arms of the various branches of the family, of which the 
champion was chief. His bacinet was on his head, his 
visor up, his throat uncovered ; and, as was his wont in in- 
numerable combats, he marched on foot into the lists with 
a proud and disdainful step, his magnificently caparisoned 
horse being led by pages, superbly dressed, for show rather 
than use, for the contest to which he had this day chal- 
lenged all comers, was of the battle-axe alone, in compli- 
ance with the particular fancy for that weapon with which 
Duke Philip was just then notoriously inspired. He held 
on his left arm a shield of polished steel, which bore for 
device a female figure carrying a dart, and the motto, 
" Who loves fair lady let him watch her well." His right 
hand bore his weapon of prodigious weight, and he carried 
it in such a manner as gave the beholders to conjecture (as 
the worthy chronicler tells us) that he meant to make battlo 
with the head of the axe. 

The great reputation of this champion for the manage- 
ment of his weapon, and his more than common strength, 
left him few competitors for such conflicts, though in tilts 
on horseback, wheie personal force was of less moment, he 
always found ready rivals to contest, though very few to 
gain the prize. On the present occasion no adversary at 
first presented himself at the lists. The trumpet of Lalain 
flourished and reflourished loud notes of defiance; the cham- 
pion himself stalked up and down in front of the ducal pa* 
vilion, where the Dutchess of Bedford held in her fair hand 
the embroidered scarf, wherewith she was, in honour of 
her rank and in compliment to her as Philip's visiter, to 
crown the victor. Lalain was little pleased at the negative 
homage paid to his prowess in the absence of a rival; and 
he looked as coldly proud on tlie <kacasion «a a race-Jborso^ 
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who caDters over the course without having his mettle 
Yoused"or his speed put to the test. 

The latest flourish had beensoi^nded ; and Philip, in hia 
capacity of judge, was about to pronounce the valiant 
James Lalain entitled to the brtadered trophy in default of 
qpposition, when a cry for free passage, accompanied by 
the chattering fanfare from a hostile trumpet, attracted all 
eyes to the entrance of the lists, opposite to that where La- 
Iain's pavilion made so gaudy and glittering a show. A 
single knight, preceded by his herald, soon made his way 
into the enclosed space ; and while the herald strode for- 
ward, to declare his acceptance of the challenger's defiance, 
the knight calmly touched Lalain's shield which hung by, 
and then stood with his arma crossed, in an attitude of 
steady expectation. All the spectators pressed forward in 
their various places to gain a sight of this new comer; and 
Lalain' s cheeks glowed with pleasure. Curiosity was on 
the stretch, but it gained no information from the knight's 
appearance. He was close covered with that species of 
light armour called a brigandine, formed pf small plates of 
steel, falling one over the other like the scales of a serpent. 
His casque was quite unornamented either by plume or 
lambrequin ; and his target of polished horn was without 
gilding, motto, or device. The visor of his casque was 
down, and he presented altogether as perfect an incognito, 
as pride, guilt, or modesty, could for any possible purpose 
afisume. 

A thousand conjectures were afloat as to his identity; 
wagers laid, and opinions hazarded ; while Duke Philip, 
with evident anxiety and some impatience, but still with a 
dignified self-command, watched the issue of the combat, 
which, after a few brief forms of ceremony, was ardently 
begun. 

Scarcely had the strange taken his posture of defence, 
which Spalatro^ by a loudly-uttered "bravo!" pronounced 
to be good, than Lalain dealt a most dexterous blow at the 
visor with the handle of his axe, which he wielded so 
adroitly, in opposition to his apparent intention of using 
the head only, that few could have parried such an unex« 
pected stroke. Hi& adversary, however, stopped it, to use 
a technical term from another sciencOi with great addresa 
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and skill; and be then followed np his successful pany 
vnih a shower of blows from both head and handle of his 
weapon, all directed tit the uncovered face of his opponent, 
as if to punish the vain-gloriousness that disdained the pro- 
tection of a Visor. But James Lalain proved his hardihood 
in that respect to proceed from a just confidence in his own 
skill He met e^ch assault with undaunted courage, 
bounded and sprung from side to side, and warded every 
Ulow with such agility and effect, that the strange knight 
was foiled in each attempt; and while the latter paused to 
recover brfeath after several minutes' exertion, Lalain dealt 
him a stroke on his casque that made him stagger several 
paces backward. The air rang with applause, the trum- 
pets flourished, and the name of James Lalain was shouted 
tg the skies. Spalatro seemed to dance on thorns, in the 
impossibility of communicating to Duke Philip his opinion 
on the various passages of the assault But loud exclama- 
tions of encomium burst from him from time to time; and 
it was evident that he thought Lalain's adversary to be 
fully entitled to one half of the praise bestowed. 

The combatants were soon again in action, and Lalain 
returned the former vigour of the stranger by a succession 
of teri^ible attacks, which were met with an opposition of 
guard and counterguard, as ^deliberate as his former as* 
saults had been fierce. Each man now threw open the 
outer fastenings of his hauberk, the heat becoming insup- 
portable else; and Messire James (as the chronicler caUa 
him,) as if resolved to finish the combat, seized his battle- 
axe in both hands, and dealt one stroke at the stranger's 
.head, which must, if it struck it at all, have cleft it open. 
But he, with a dexterity worthy of Spalatro himself, opposed 
the falcon-pointed helve of his weapon, so as to catch the 

C* it of his adversary's right-hand gauntlet, and the sharp 
k went clear through the sinewy arm close to the wrist, 
causing a stream of blood to spout out, while the lacerated 
limb dropped for a moment down, and ihe weapon feU to the 
ground. The stranger then instantly flung away his; but 
Lalain, furious at this humiliating token of courtesy, sprang 
forward, threw his wounded arm round his adversary's 
neckf and with his left hand seized him by the throat. 
His grasp was as promptly and firmly met, and the com«i' 
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batants, brought to an equality of strength by Lalain's 
wound, entered on a desperate struggle. 

Murmurs arose at the fierce and hostile turn the combat 
had taken, and all eyes glancidd quick htm the champions 
to the duke, in expectation that he woufl instantly throw 
down his truncheon. But to the surprise of all beholders, 
a surprise which fixed their whole attention ^on Philip, he, 
instead of preserving his usual cold air of judicial impar- 
tiality, now gave vent to a burst of party feeling, that had 
clearly some more vehement inspiration than mere regard 
to one of the champions, accompanied by indifference to 
the other. At first, when the arm-in-arm struggle com- 
menced, and the strong grasp of Lalain tore open the steel 
clasp that fastened his adversary s breast-plate, Philip gave 
a«tart of astonishment. But this feeling soon changed to 
one of a furious cast ; for he then sprang up, stamped on 
the footstool that had supported him, and involuntarily 
struck his truncheon against the velvet-covered balustrade 
before him, with a force which shivered the symbol Of 
command into splinters. 

"Sound trumpets ! sound a cessation of the fight !" cried 
several of the ofiicial persons who supposed the duke had 
intended to give the signal. But he immediately exclaimed 
in a loud tone— - 

" No! let the fight go on I let the gallant champion of 
Burgundy tear the false heart from his hated body !" 

A scene of astonishment and confusion succeeded this 
abrupt speech. Every one rose from his seat— rladies, 
lords, knights, courtiers pressed forward round the irritated 
duke, who with his eyes fixed on the conflict stood for some 
seconds in an attitude of fierce agitation. A hundred ex- 
clamations and questions assailed him from his surround- 
ing relatives and guests. To reiterated demands of "What 
moves your highness thus?" "How now, Burgundy?* 
" Who is he?" and others of like impatient import, Phihp, 
at last replied to Bedford, who, the calmest of the inquir- 
ers, had repeated this last question. 

"Who is he, Bedford ? What then, even you know him 
not? Think you to blind me so? Again, twice in one 
week? Go to, go to — Philip is not a child like Henry of 
£agland| nor a fool like CharloQ of Fr^ce, You koow 
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him not indeed? Your false and fool-hardy brother- 
Humphrey of Glocester?" 

"Humphrey of Glocester!" cried Bedford, eehoed by 
many other voices. " Impossible I He is in England — ^he 
durst not brjive such imminent peril so wantonly." 
% "'Tishe, by myhalidomel" exclaimed Philip — "He^ 
who has already appear^ disguised and leagued with the 
traitress Jacqueline and her bravos in the forest-depths of 
Drent — who now, in defiance of danger and decency alike, 
comes hither to match himself against my bravest cham* 
pioh, as if to daunt me by his strength and skill But he 
shall know his folly and my power. All bonds are broken 
between his honour and my vengeance. St. Pol, I name 
you my marshal in this crisis — Lay hands on perverse and 
msulting Glocester and bring him here before me. His 
own brother shall witness while I adjudge his punish- 
ment." 

"St. George forfend that I should interfere in such a 
case!" said Bedford. "I am bewildered on the point. 
Can this be Humphrey, whom I firmly believed to be at 
Westminister? mail-clad as he is, I may not distinguish 
this knight nor know him for my brother. By what token 
dost thou recognise him. Burgundy?" 

"By one which cannot deceive me— one known to me 
alone, the polluted type of a base cause — ^wait, wait awhile, 
and the issue of this affair will justify me in all things." 

The combatants were separated even while this short 
colloquy took place. St. Pol had gladly sprang forward, 
to comply with the duty prescribed to him, and laid his 
hands on the concealed champion, who, panting from ex<- 
ertion, could make no resistance, as he was forcibly borne 
forward to the ducal pavilion, in the arms of the attend* 
'ants by whom he was seized. 
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